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T he Argument. 


OEdipus King of Thebes having by miſtake ſlain 
his Father Laius, and marry'd his Mother Jo- 
caſta, put out his own Eyes, and reſign'd the 
Realm to his Sons, Etheocles and Polynices. 
Being neglected by them, he makes his Prayer 
to the Fury Tiſiphone, to ſow Debate betwixt 
the Brothers. They agree at laſt to Reign ii ngly, | 
each a Tear by turns, and the firſt Lot is ob- 
tain'd by Etheocles : The Murmurs of the Peo- 
ple on this occaſion are deſerib'd in an excellent 

Speech. Jupiter, in a Council of the Gods, de- 
clares his Reſolution of puniſhing the Thebans, 
and Argives alſo, by means of a Marriage be- 

_ Fwixt Polynices and one of the Daughters of 
Adraſtus King of Argos. Juno oppoſes, but to 
no effect; and Mercury is ſent on a Meſſage to 
the Shades, to the Ghoſt of Laius, who is to ap- 
pear toEtheocles, and provoke him to break the 

Agreement. Polynices in the mean time departs 
from Thebes by Night, is overtaken by a Storm, 
and arrives at Argos; where he meets with 


B 2 Tydeus 


— 


22 


} 
: eus, who-had fled from 3 having 


Y be d his Brother, Adraſtus entertainr them, 
6 3 | 5 receiv d-an Oracle from. Apollo that his 
: . brets bud be marry'd to a Boar and 4 
. 74 which he underſtands to be meant of theſe 


* * Strangers by whom the Hydes of thoſe Beaſts” 
4 8 "vere Worn, and who. arriv'd at the time when 
e kept an annual F. eaſt in honour of that Gol. 
8 The Riſe of t this Solemnity he Felates" 70 Hir 
CEE Gueſts, the Loves of” Phébus and Plamathe, 
a the Story of Corzbus. He enquires, and 
r made acquainted with, their De ſcent and 
4% "Quality; ; The Sacrifice is renew'd, and the Book 
1 * 123 mp with a FF fo Apollo. 
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Mt. IE & 4s Tranflator Ro he "wrt pot « Apologite forth his "Choice 
1 E of this Piece, which was made almoſt in his Childhood. But 
1 Finding dhe Verſion better, upon Review, than he expected from 
| 5:4 > thoſe Years, he was eaſily prevail'd upon to givegit ſome, Cor- 

* 1 * . £9 rektion, the rather, becauſe no Part of this Author (at leaſt that 
a 9 has been tolerably turn'd into our Language. 
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6 The FIRST BOOK of 
Eurape's Rape, Azenor's ſtern Decree, 


And reap'd an Iron Harveſt of his Toil; 


While to his Harp Divine Amphion ſung? 
Or ſhall I Funo's Hate to Thebes reſound, 


The Sire againſt the Son his Arrows drew, 


Sprung from the Rocks, and plung'd into the Main. 


And fix, O Muſe! the Barrier of thy Song, 
At Oedipus from his Diſaſters trace 5 
The long Confuſions of his guilty Race. 


And Cadnus: ſearching round the ſpacious Sea? 
How with the Serpent's Teeth he ſow'd the Soil, 


Or how from joyning Stones the City ſprung, 


Whoſe fatal Rage th unhappy Monarch found; 


O'er the wide Fields the furious Mother flew, | 
And while her Arms her Second Hope contain, 


But wave whate'er to Cadmus may belong, 


Nor 


| 
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STATIUS is THEBAIS. 7 
Nor yet attempt to ſtreteh thy bolder Wing, 
And mighty Cſar's eonqu'ring Eagles ſing; 
How twice the Mountatns ran with DaciawBlood, 
And trembling 1/fer check'd his rapid Flood ; 
How twice he vanquifh'd where the Rhine does roll, 
And ſtretchd his Empire to the frozen Pole; 
Or long before, with early Valour ſtrove 
In youthful Arms t aſſert the Cauſe of Jove. 
And Thou, great Heir of alt thy Father's Fame, 
Enereaſe of Glory to the Larian Name; 
Oh bleſs: thy Rome with an Eternal Reign, 
Nor let deſtring Worlds intreat in vain! 
What tho the Stars contract their Heav? nly Space, 
And crowd theit ſhiringRanksroyield thee place; 
Tho” all the'Skies, ambitious ob thy Sway, 
Conſpſte to court these from out World awayꝰ 
Tho? Phebur longs to mix his Rays with the, 
And in thy Glories more ſerenely ſhine; 
KY 124 The? 
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A. 1 0 Jove himſelf no leſs content wou'd be, 
Toba his Throne and ſhare his Heay? n withthee 
. etsſtay, great Ce/ar! and vouchſafe to reign 
Jer tde wide Earth, and o'er the watry Main, 
gu to Joe his Empire of the Skies, 

"Ani People Heer n with Roman Deities. | 


87 


Ae Time will come, when a Aiviner F lade 
Shall warm my Breaſt to {ing of Ce/ar's Fame: 
| Mean while permit that my preluding Muſe 
I Theban Wars an humbler Theme may chuſe: 
Ot furious Hate ſurviving Death, ſhe ſings, 
Ae Throne to two contending Kings, 

i And. Fun'ral Flames, that parting. wide in Air, 
Erpreſs the Diſeord of the Souls they bear: 
$7 Towns difpeopled, and the wandring Ghoſts 
e e on the waſted Coaſts; 


When 


ee And Ae nps Seen 
1 n Dread beheld eee 
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What Hero, Ciel wilt thou firſt relatꝭ 
The raging Dadeus, or the Prophet's 8 1 


"oy 
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Or how with Hills of ſlain on er EY 2 
Hippomedon repelld the hoſtile Tyde? "FP 
Or how, the Vouth with evity Grace ala T 
Untimely fell, 'to be for ever mourn de 

Then to fierce Capaneur thy Verſe ** 1 


8 And ſing, with Horr mY his is pron End. & 


4 9 
” - 2 * 24.8 4 1 
46 0 1 20 41 6 up 


WF. 


LI 


* 


. 
- 


Now wretched Oedipus, depriv'd of *_ 


Led along Death in everlaſting Nights 1 
But while he dwells where not 


Can pięrce the Darkneſs, and 5 
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The FIRST BOOK of 
f The cer, reflecting Mind, preſents his in 
In frightful Views, and makes it Day within ; 
| Returning Thoughts in endleſs Circles roll, 
And thouſand Furies haunt his guilty Soul. 
19 i . 2 The Wretch then lifted to th' unpitying Skies 
' 6 2 : Thoſeempty Orbs, from whence he tore his Eyes, 
"FW hoſe Wounds yet freſh, with bloody Hands he 


18 
1 7 Lſtrook ) 
While from hisBreaſt theſe dreadfulAccents broke 


| 


Ve Gods that o'er the * Regions rei gn 
Where guilty Spirits feel Eternal Pain; | 

\ Thou, fable $:yx-! whoſe livid Streams are rolbd 
1 Throꝰ dreary Coaſts which L, tho Blind, behold: 

| f Tiſiphone! that oft haſt heard my Pray'r, 
Aſiſt, if Oedipus deſerve thy Care! 

: If you receiv d me from Joraſta's Womb, 
I And nurſt the Hope of Miſchiefs yet to come: 


If 


S TAT TUS 5s THEBAIS. 2 


leaving Polybas, I took my Way 
To Grrba's Temple on that fatal Day, | 
hen by the Son the trembling Father dy'd, 
here the three Roads the Phocian Fields divide: 
S MI the Sphynxe's Riddles durſt explain, 
es,fTaught by thy {elf to win the promis'd Reign: 
* f wretched I, by baleful Furies led, 
ke With monſtrous Mixture ſtainꝰd my Mother's Bed, 
For Hell and Thee begot an impious Brood, 
And with full Luſt thoſe horrid Joys renew'd: 
Then ſelf-condemn'd to Shades of endleſs Night, 
pal Tore from theſe Orbs the bleeding Balls of Sight, 
Oh hear, and aid the Vengeance I require; 
If worthy Thee, and what Thou might'ſt inſpire. 
My Sons their old, unhappy Sire deſpiſe, 
Spoil'd of his Kingdom, and depriv'd of Eyes; 
Guideleſs I wander, unreguarded. mourn, 
While Theſe exalt their Scepters o'er my Urn; 
Theſe 


# - The FIRST BOOK of + 1 
Theſe Sons, ye Gods! who with flagitious Prid; - 
Infult my Darkneſs, and my Groans deride. 
Art thou a Father, unregarding Jove ö 
And ſleeps thy Thunder in the Realms above? 
Thou Fury, then, ſome laſting Curſe entail, | 

Which ſhall o'er long Poſterity prevail : [Gore, 

Place on their Heads that Crown diſtain'd with 

Which theſe dire Hands from my ſlain Father tore; 

Go, arid a Parent's heavy Curſes bear; 

Break all the Bonds of Nature, and prepare J 

Their kindred Souls to mutual Hate and War. I 

Give them to dare, what I might wiſh to ſee, 3 

5 Blind 81 am, ſome glorious Villany! 

il | Soon ſhalt chou find, if thou but arm their Hands, 

Their ready Guilt preventing thy Commands : ' 
Dou dſt thou ſome great, proportion d Miſchief 


[frame, 


Es | Theyi proved eke ather from whoſe Lille they 
9 5 : RY ö : . LEP | _ -[came; 
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STATIUS bis THEBAIS. 1 
The F ury heard, while on Corytus? Brink 

Her Snakes, unty'd, Sulphureous Waters pens 
But at the Summons, rolb'd her Eyes around, 
And ſnatch'd the ſtarting, Serpents from the 


Ground, 
Not half ſo ſwiftly ſhoots along 1 in Air [ r 


he gliding Lightning, or deſcending Star. 
hro? Crouds of AiryShades ſhe wing'd her Flighty 
And dark Dominions of the filent Nights 
Swift as the paſt; the flitting Ghoſts withdrew, 
And the pale Spectres trembled at her View: 

o th? Iron Gates of 7. enarus ſhe flies, 


There ſpreads her dusky Pinions to the Skies. 

The Day beheld, and fick'ning at the Sight, 

eib d her fair Glories in the Shades of "Night. 

\frighted Arlas, on the diſtant Shore, oe, * bl 

remb['d, and ſhook the Heav'ns and Gods he: 1 
Now from beneath Males s airy Height 


She mounts alo fr, and ſteers to Thebes her Fügt, 
Does 


1% The FIRST BOOK of © 
Does with glad Speed the well-known Journey g0 
Nor here regrets the Hell ſhe left below. : 
A hundred Snakes her gloomy Viſage ſhade, 
A hundred Serpents guard her horrid Head, 
In her ſunk Eye-balls dreadful Meteors glow, 
Such Light does Phæbe's bloody Orb beſtow, 
When lab'ring with ſtrong Charms, ſhe ſhoots from 
A fiery Gleam, and reddens all the Sky. [nigh 
Blood ftain'd her Cheeks, and from her Mouth 


[there came 


Blue ſteaming Poiſons, and a Length of Flame; 


From ev'ry Blaſt of her contagious Breath, 
each: 


Famine and Drought proceed, and Plagues, and 

A Robe obſcene was o'er her Shoulders thrown, 

A Dreſs by Fates and Furies worn alone: 

She toſt her meagre Arms; her better Hand 

In waving Circles whirl'd a Fun'ral Brand; 

A curling Serpent from her left did rear 

His flaming Creſt, and laſh'd the yielding Air. 
But 


A 
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But when the Fury took her Stand on high, 
here vaſt Cytbæron's Top ſalutes the Sy, 
\ Hiſs from all the Snaky Tire went round 23 
e dreadful Signal all the Rocks rebound, 
\nd thro' th* Achaian Cities fend the Sound. 
Nete, with high Parnaſſus, heard the Voice; 
urota's Banks remurmur'd to the Noiſe; 

Again Lewcotho# ſhook at theſe Alarms, 

nd preſs'd Palæmon cloſer in ber Arms. 
eadlong from thence the Fury urg'd her Flight, 
\nd at the Thebar Palace did alight, 


0 


h: 
ts bright Pavilions in a Veil of Clouds. 
Strait with the Rage of all their Race poſſeſt, ? 


Stung to the Soul, the Brothers ſtart from Reſt, X 
And all the Furies wake within their Breaſt. 


heir tortur'd Minds repining Envy tears, 
nd Hate, engender'd by ſuſpicious Fears; | 


ut 


* 
4 
| 
| 


n Pnce more invades the guilty Dome, and ſhrouds 


Ang 


4 Thirſt of Sway; and all the Ties 


2 
Ja 


batu © broke; and Royal Perjuries; ; 
peer Deſire to Reign alone, 
ji ſcorn: the dull Reverſion of a Throne; 


| ow 'd the ſweets of Sovereign Rule devour 
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e Diſcord waits a divided POw'r. 


5 

] 

15 4 . : ak Reins, and bound a diffrent way, | 
An gall the Furrows in Confuſion lay: 
as the Diſcord of the Royal Pair, 

* Fury drove precipitate to War. ] 

0 che Chiefs contriw d a 3 way, 
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Vnjuſt Decree! while This enjoys the State, 


That mourns in Exile his unequal Fate; 
And the ſhort Monarch of a haſty Year 
Foreſees with Anguiſh his returning Heir. 


Thus did this League their impious Arms reſtrain 6 
But ſcarce ſubſiſted to the Second Reign. 


Vet then no proud aſpiring Piles were rais'd, 
Whoſe fretted Roofs with poliſh'd Metals blaz'd, 
No labour'd Columns in long Order plac'd, 


Nor Grecian Stone the pompous Arches grac'd; 


No nightly Bands in glitt'ring Arms did wait 


Before the wakeful Tyrant's guarded Gate; 


No Chargers then were wrought in burniſh*dGold, 


Nor Silver Vaſes took the forming Mold, 
Nor Gems on Bowls emboſs'd were ſeen ta ſhine; 


Blaze on the Brims, and ſparkle in the Wine— 


18 'The FIRST. BOOK of: 
Say, wretched Rivals! what provokes your Rage? 


Say to what End your impious Arms engage? | 
Not All bright Phebus views in early Morn, | | 
Or when his Evening Beams the Weſt adorn, 
When the South glows with his Meridian Ray, 
And the cold North receives a fainter Day ; 

Not all thoſe Realms cou'd for ſuch Crimes ſuffice, 


Were all thoſe Realms the guilty Victor's Prize! 


But Fortune now (theLots of Empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Etheocles the crown: 
What Joys, oh Tyrant! ſwell'd thy Soul that Day, 
When all were Slaves thou cou'dſt around ſurvey, 
Pleasd to behold unbounded Pow 'r thy own, 
And ſingly fill a fear d and envy'd Throne! 

But the vile Vulgar, ever diſcontent, 

Their growing Fears in ſecret Murmurs vent, 
% Still 
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e: Still prone to change, tho! ſtill the Slaves of State, 
And ſure the Monarch whom they have, to hate; 
Madly they make new Lords, then tamely bear, 

\nd ſoftly curſe the Tyrants whom they fear. 


\nd one of thoſe who groan beneath the Sway 
Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly obey ; 

e, (Whom Envy to the Great, and vulgar Spight 

e ! With Scandal arm'd, th' Ignoble Mind's. Delight,) 
 Exclaimd—O Thebes! for thee what Fates remain, 


That Woes attend this inauſpicious Reign? 


ach haughty Maſter's Yoke by turns to on 
Ind ftill to change whom chang'd we ſtill muſt 
'heſe now controul a wretched People's Fate, 
heſe can divide, and theſe reverſe the State; 
Ev'n Fortune rules no more: — Oh ſervile Land, 


here exil'd Tyrants ſtill by turns command! 


uſt we, alas! our doubtful Necks prepare, 


* 
f 
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Thou Sire of Gods and Men, erh Fove ! 

Is this th. Eternal Doom decreed above? 

On thy own Offspring haſt thou fix d this Fate, 
From the firſt Birth of our unhappy State; 
When baniſh'd Cadmus wandring o'er the Main, 
For loſt Europa ſearch'd the World in vain, 

And fated in Bæotian Fields to found 

A riſing Empire on a foreign Ground, 

Firſt rais d our Walls on that ill mem d Plain 


Where Earth-· born Brothers were by Brothers ſlain? 
W hat lofty Looks th unrival'd Monarch bears! 


How all the Tyrant in his Face appears! 
What ſullen Fury clowds his ſcornful Brow! 
Gods! how his Eyes with threatning Ardour glow! 
Can this Imperious Lord forget to Reign, 

Quit all his State, deſcend, and ſerve again ? 


Yet who, before, more popularly bow'd, 


Who more propitious to the ſuppliant Crowd, 
Patient 
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Patient of Right, familiar in the Throne? 

What Wonder then? he was not then Alone. 
Oh wretched we, a vile ſubmiſſive Train; 
Fortune's tame Fools, and Slaves in ev'ry Reign! 


As when two Winds with Rival Force contend, 
This way and that, the wav'ring Sails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow, + 
Now here, now there, the reeling Veſſel throw: 
Thus on each fide, alas! our tott'ring State 
Feels all the Fury of reſiſtleſs Fate, 
And doubtful ſtill, and {till diſtracted ſtands, 
While that Prince Threatens, and while this Com- 
1 _  [mands. 
And now th' Almighty Father of the Gods 
Convenes a Council in the bleſt Abodes; ' ' 
Far in the bright Receſſes of the Skies, 
High o'er the rowling Heav'ns, a Manſion lyes, 
C3 Whence, 
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* far below, the Gods at once ſurvey. 
The Realms of riſing and declining Day, 8 
And all th extended Space of Earth, and Afr, 
Full in the midſt, and on a Starry Throne, 
The Majeſty of Heav'n ſuperior ſhone; 
Serene he look'd, and gave an awful:Nod, 
And all the trembling Spheres confeſdd the God. 
At Joves Aſſent, the Deities around — 
In ſelemu State the Conſiſtory erowi- d. 
Next a long Order of Inferior Pow?rs 

Aſcend from Hills, and Plains, and ſhady Bowers; 
Thoſe from whoſe Urns the row ling Rivers flow, 
And thoſe that give the wandring Winds to blow, 
Here all their Rage, andev'ntheir Murmurs ceaſe, 
And facred Silence reigns, and univerſal Peace. 
A ſhining Synod of Majeſtick Gods "ring 
Gilds with new Luſtre the divine Abodes, 


Heav'n 
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Heavinſeems improv'd-with a ſuperior Ray, 
And the bright Arch reflects a double Day. 


The Monarch then his ſolemn Silence broke, 


The Kill Creation liſten'd while he ſpoke, 


Each ſacred Accent bears eternal Weight, 
And each irrevocable Word is Fate. 


1 F Md * - 
* NII95!' iv 1 Done ee. þ 
4 d awd AAS BLS4 8 6 J 2 \ N 


' How long Ihall Man the Wrath of Heay'n defy, 


And force unwilling Vengeance from the Sky ? 
Oh Race cofifed'rate into Crimes, that prove 
Triumphant oer th” eluded Rage of Fove ! | 
This weary'd Arm can Tearce the Bolt ſuſtain, | 
And unregarded Thunder rolls in vain: 

Th oerlabour'd Cyclop from his Task retires; 
Th' Zolian Forge exhauſted of its Fires. 


For this, I ſuffer'd Phebus steeds to ſtray, 


And the mad Ruler to miſguide the Day, 


C 4 When 


* |; 
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When the wide Earth to Heaps of Aſhes turn'd, 


And -Heay'n it ſelf the wandring Chariot burn'd, 
For this, my Brother of the watry Reign | 


Releas'dth'impetuous Sluices of the Main, — 
But Flames conſum'd, and Billows rigdin vain. 
Two Races now, :ally*d/to Fove,. oftend ; 

To puniſh theſe, ſee Fove himſelf deſcend ! 

The Theban Kings their Line from Cadmus trace, 
From God-like Perſeus thoſe of Argive Race. 
Unhappy: Cadmus Fate who does not know? 
And the long Series of ſucceeding Woe: _ - 


How oft the Furies from the deeps of Night a 


Aroſe, and mix d with Men in Mortal Fight: 
Th'exulting Mother ſtain'd with Filial Blood; 
The Savage Hunter, and the haunted Wood; 
The direful Banquet why ſhou'd Iproclaim, 


name? 
And Crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to 


Feer 


, 


d. 


8 
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F'er-Þ recount the Sins of. theſe Profane, 


The Sun wou'd ſink into the Weſtern Main, 
And riſing gild the radiant Eaſt again. 
Have we not ſeen (the Blood of Lajus ſhed) 
The murd'ring Son aſcend his Parent's Bed, 
'Thro'-violated Nature force his way, 

And ſtain the ſacred Womb where once he lay? 
Vet now in Darkneſs and Deſpair he groans, 


* 3 


And for the Crimes of guilty Fate attones; 
His Sons with Scorn their Eyeleſs Father view, 
Inſult his Wounds, and make them bleed anew. 
Thy Curſe, oh Oedipus, juſt Heav'n alarms, 
And ſets th? ayenging Thunderer in Arms. 
from the Root thy guilty Race will tear, 

And give the Nations to the Waſte of War. 
Auraſius ſoon, with Gods averſe, ſhall join 

In dire Alliance with the Theban Line; 


Hence 


10 
. 
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Hence Strife ſhall riſe, and mortal War ſucceed, 
The-guilty- Realms of Tantalus ſhall bleed; - 
Fix'd is their Doom: this — Breaſ 
Vet harbours ee for the — s Eeaſt. 


11 ; 
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He d and thus «the-Queenof 18 nretur d 
(With ſudden Grief her lab'ring Boſom burn'd) 
Muſt· L whoſe Cares Phoronens Towers defend, 
Muſt I, oh Joue! in bloody Wars contend?ꝰ 
Thowknowl rr 


5 Thoꝰ there the fair g yprian Heifer fed, 


And there deluded Argus flept and bled; 
Tho! there the Brazen Tow'r was ſtorm'd of old, 
When Jove deſcended in Almighty Gold. 


Vet I can pardon thoſe obſcurer Rapes, 


Thoſe baſnful Crimes diſguisd in borrow'dShapes; 


But 


13 
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di But Theber, Where ſhining in Cœleſtial Charms 
Thou cam'ſt Triumphant to a Mortal's Arms, 
200 When: all my Glories o er her Limbs were ſpread, 
And blazing Eighinings danc d around ber Bed; 
Cursd Thebes the Vengeance it deſerves, may 
Nan why nowid Argos feel the Rage of N 
Vet ſinqe thou wilt thy Siſter- Queen — 
Sines ſtill the Luſt of Diſcord fires thy Soul, 
Go, raſe my Samos, let Miene fall.. 
And level with the Duſt the Spartan Wall: 
No more let Mortals Jungs Pow-'r invoke, 
Her Fanes no more with Eaſtern Incenſe.ſmoke, 
Nor Victims link beneath the Sacred Stroke: 
But to your It all my Rites transfer 
Let Altars hlaze and Temples ſmoke for her; 
For her, thro? Ag ypt's fruitful: Clime renown'd; 
Let weeping Nilus hear the Timbrel ſound. 


But 
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But if thou muſt reform the ſtubborn Times, 
Avenping on the Sofis the Father's Crimes, 
And from the long Records of diſtant Age 
Derive Incitements to renew thy Rage 
Say, from what Period then has Jove deſignd 
Todate his Vengeance; to what Bounds confin'd? 
Begin from thence, where firſt Alpheus hides 
| His wandring Stream; and thro' the briny Tydes, 
Unmix'd, to his Sicilianu River glides. 

Thy own Arcadians there the Thunder claim, 
Whoſe impious Rites diſgrace thy mighty Name, 
Who raiſe thy Temples where the Chariot ſtoòd 
Of berce Ocnimaivey defiſd with Blood; 
Where once his Steeds their ſavage Banquet found, 


And Human Bones yet whiten all the Ground. 
Say, can thoſe Honours pleaſe? and canſt thou love 
Preſumptuous Crete, that boaſts the Tomb of Jove? 


SH And 


STATIUS hs 'THEBAIS 25 
And ſhall not Tantalus his Kingdoms ſnare 
Thy Wife and Siſter's Tutelary Care? 
Reverſe, O Fove, thy too ſevere Decree, 


Nor doom to War a Race deriv'd from thee; 
On Impious Realms, and barb'rous Kings, impoſe 
„Thy Plagues, and curſe em with ſuch * Sons as 
| [thoſe. 
Thus, in Reproach and Pray'r, the Queen expreſt . 
| The Rage and Grief contending in her Breaſt ; 
Unmov'd remain'd the Ruler of the Sky, 
And from his Throne return'd this ſtern Reply. 
| | 'T'was thus I deem'd thy haughty Soul wou'd bear 
The dire, tho' juſt, Revenge which I prepare 
Againſt a Nation thy peculiar Care: 
| No leſs Dione might for Thebes contend, 
Nor Bacchus leſs his Native Town defend, 
Vet theſe in Silence ſee the Fates fulfil 


Their Work, and rev'rence our Superior Will. 


0 Tydens and Polynices. 
q For 
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For by the black infernal ry Iſwear, 
(That dreadful Oath which binds tlie Thunderer) 
Tis fix?d;' th ĩrrevocable Doom of o 
No Force can bend me, no Perſuaſion move. 
Haſte then, Gltenius, thro' the liquid Air, 


=. Go mount the Winds, and to the Shades repair; 


Bid Hell's black Monarch my Commands obey, 
And give up Laius to the Realms of Day, 
Whoſe:Ghoſt yer ſnhiv'ring on Cocytus Sand 
Expects ãts Paſſage to the farther Strand: 
Let the pale Sire reviſit Thebes, and bear 
Theſe pleaſing Orders to the Tyrant's Ear: ; 
That; from his exil'd Brother, ſwelPd with Pride 
Of foreign Forces; and his Argive Bride, 
Almighty Jove commands him to detain 
The promis'd Empire, and Alternate Reign: 
Be this the Cauſe of more than mortal Hate; 
The reſt, ſucceeding Times ſhall ripen into Fate. 
45 The 


— 


The God obeys, and to his Feet applies 
joſe golden Wings that cut the yielding Skies; 
is ample Hat bis beamy Locks o'erſpread, - - 
\nd.veiPd the Starry Glories of his Head. 
He ſeiz d his. Wand that cauſes Sleep to fly, 

or in ſoft Slumbers ſeals the wakeful Eye; 

hat drives the Dead to dark Tartarean Coaſts, 
Or back to Life compells the wondring Ghoſts. 
us, thro' the parting Clouds the Son of May - 
Wings on the whiſtling Winds his rapid way, 
Now/ſmoothly ſteers through Air his equal Flight, 
Now ſprings aloft, and tow'rs th* Ethereal Height, 
Then wheeling down theSteep of Heav'n he flies, 

And draws a radiant Circle o'er the Skies. 


r) 


Mean time the baniſh'd Polynices roves 
(His Thebes abandon'd) thro? th? Honian Groves, 


While 
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While future Realms his wandring Thoughts de 
 Hisdaily Viſion, and his Dream by Night; Li. 
Forbidden Thebes appears before his Eye, 
From whence he ſees his abſent Brother fly, 


Enjoys an airy Empire, all his own, 

And ſwells on an imaginary Throne. 

Fain wou'd he caſt a tedious Age away, 
And live out all in one triumphant Day. 

He chides the lazy Progreſs of the Sun, 

And bids the Year with ſwifter Motion run. 

Wich anxious Hopes his craving Mind is toſt, 

And all his Joys in length of Wiſhes loſt. 


The Hero then reſolves his Courſe to bend 
Where ancient Danaus fruitful Fields extend, 


And fam'd Mycene's lofty Tow'rs aſcend, 


(Where late the Sun did Atreus Crimes deteſt 


And diſappear'd, in Horrour of the Feaſt.) 


And 
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M And now by Chance, by Fate, or Furies led, 
From Bacchus conſecrated Caves he fled, + 
Where the ſhrill Cries of frantick Matrons ſound, 
And Peurbeur Blood enrich'd the riſing Ground. 
Then ſees Cytheron towring o'er the Plain, 
And thence declining gently to the Main. 

Next to the Bounds of Niſus Realm repairs, 
Where treach'rous Scy//a cut the Purple Hairs: 
The hanging Cliffs of Scyron's Rocks explores, 
And hears the Murmurs of the diff*rent Shores: 
Paſſes the Strait that parts the foaming Seas, 
And ſtately Corinth's pleaſing Site ſurveys. 


ee. 


[Night, 
"Twas now the Time when Phebas yields te 

And riſing Cynthia ſheds her ſilver Light, 

Wide o'er the World in ſolemn Pomp ſhe drew 


Her airy Chariot, hung with Pearly Dew; 


2 All 
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All Birds and Beaſts lye huſh'd; Sleep ſteals away 


The wild Deſires of Men, and Toils of Day, 
And brings, deſcending thro? the filent Air, 
A ſweet F orgetfulneſs of Human Care. 

Vet no red Clouds, with golden Borders gay, 
Promiſe the Skies the bright Return of Day; 
No faint Reflections of the diſtant Light R 


Streak with long Gleams the ſcatt'ring Shades of 


From the damp Earth impervious Vapours riſe, 
Encreaſe the Darkneſs and involve the Skies. 
At once the ruſhing Winds with roaring Sound 
Burſt from th* Æolian Caves, and rend the Ground, 
With equal Rage their airy Quarrel try, 

And win by turns the Kingdom of the Sky: 


But with a thicker Night black Auſtłr ſnrouds 
f [ Clouds, 


The Heav'ns, and drives on heaps the rowling 
Then down on Earth a ratling Tempeſt pours, 
Which the cold North congeals to haily Show'rs. 


From 
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arrom Pole to Pole the Thunder roars aloud, 

d broken Lightnings flaſh from ev'ry Cloud. 
Now ſmoaks with Show'rs the miſty 9 
And floated Fields lye undiſtinguiſh'd round. 

' Inathian Streams with headlong Fury run, 


And Erafinus rowls a Deluge on: 
t The foaming Lerna ſwells above its Bounds, 


And ſpreads its ancient Poyfons o'er the Grounds 


> Where late was Duſt, now rapid Torrents play, 
Ruſh thro? the Mounds, and bear the Dams away: 
Old Limbs of Trees from crackling Foreſts torn, 
Are whirl'd in Air, and on the Winds ate born; 
The Storm the dark Lycean Groves diſplay'd, 
And firſt to Light expos'd the Venerable Shade. 
The Prince with Wonder did the Waſte behold, 
While from tornRocks the maſſ yFragments rolPdy 
And heard aſtoniſh'd from the Hills afar 
The Floods deſcending and the watry War, 
0 MS That 
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That driv'n by Storms, and pouring o'er the Plain, 
Swept Herds, and Hinds, and Houſes to the Main. 
Thro' the brown Horrors of the Night he fled, 
Nor knows, amaz'd, what doubtful Pathto tread, 


His Brother's Image to his Mind appears, 
Inflames his Heart with Rage, and wings his Feet 
with Fears. 
So fares a Sailor on the ſtormy Main; 
When Clouds conceal Bootes? golden Wain, 
When not a Star its friendly Luſtre keeps, 
Nor trembling Cynthza glimmers on the Deeps; 


He.dreads the Rocks, and Shoals, and Seas, and 


[Skies 
While Thunder roars, and Lightning round him 


[Hies 
Thus ſtrove the Chief on ew'ry ſide diſtreſs'd, 


Thus {till his Courage, with his Toils, encreas'd; 


With his broad Shield oppos d, he forc'd his way 
[pre 


Throꝰ thickeſt Woods, and rouz'd the Beaſts of 
* ; | Till 


— % ͤ ũ» *W __ WE... ↄ—⁰ . or” HE = 


STATIUS bis THEBAIS. 37 


Till he beheld, where from Lariſzs Height 
The ſhelving Walls reflect a glancing Light; 


Thither with haſte the Theban Hero flies; 
On this ſide Lerna's pois'nous Water lies, 8 
On that, Profymna's Grove and Temple riſe: 
He paſs'd the Gates which then unguarded lay, 
7 And to the Regal Palace bent his way; 

On the cold Marble ſpent with Toil he lies, - 
And waits 'till pleaſing Slumbers ſeal his Eyes. 


Aaraſtus here his happy People ſways, 
Bleſt with calm Peace in his declining Days, 
By both his Parents of Deſcent divine, 
Great Fove and Phebus grac'd his noble Line; 

, Heav'n had not crown'd his Wiſhes with a Son, - 
But two fair Daughters heir'd his State and Throne. 
ro him Apollo (wondrous to relate! 85 


But who can pierce into the Depths of Fate?) 
l D 3 Had 


) 
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Had ſung . Expect thy Sons on Argos Shore, 

% A Yellow Lyon and a briſtly Bar. 
This, long revolv'd in his Paternal Breaſt, | 
Sate heavy on his Heart, and broke his Reſt ; 
This, great Amphiarais, lay hid from thee, 
Tho' skill'd in Fate and dark F uturity. * 

The Father's Care and Prophet's Art were vain, 
on thus did the ned God ordain. 10 


Lo hapleſs Tydeus, whoſe ill-fated Hand 

Had flain his Brother, leaves his Native Land, 
And ſeiz d with Horror, midſt the Shades of Night; 
Throꝰ the thick Deſarts headlong urg'd his Flight: 
No by the Fury of the Tempeſt driv'n, 

He ſeeks a Shelter from th' inclement Heav'n, 
Till led by Fate, the Theban's Steps he treads, 
And to fair Argos open Court ſucceeds. _ 
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e, When thus the Chiefs from diff'rent Lands re- 


TAdraftur Realms and Hoſpitable Court, ort 


The King ſurveys his Gueſts with curious Eyes, 
And views their Arms and Habit with Surprize. 
A Lyon's yellow Skin the Theban wears, 
Horrid his Mane, and rough with curling Hairs; 
n, Such once employ'd 4/cides youthful Toils, 
Erxre yet'adorri'd with Nemea's dreadful Spoils. 
A Boar's ſtiff Hyde, of Calydonian Breed, 
Oenides? manly Shoulders overſpread, | 
Oblique his Tusks, erect his Briſtles ſtood, | 
Alive, the Pride and Terror of the Wood. 


The King th' accompliſh'd Oracle ſurveys, 
Reveres Apollo's vocal Caves, and owns 
The guiding Godhead, and his future Sons. 


| D 4 


Struck with the Sight, and fix d in deep Amaze, 
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O'er all his Boſom ſacred Tranſports reign, ' 
And a glad Horror ſhoots through ev'ry Vein: 
To Heav'n he lifts his Hands, erects his Sight, 
And thus invokes the ſilent Queen of Night. 

2 1 
. Goddeſs: of Shades, beneath whoſe gloomy 
Yon ſpangled Arch glows with the ſtarry Train, 
Who doſt the Cares of Heav'n and Earth allay, 
Till Nature quicken'd by th' Inſpiring Ray, | 
Wakes to new Vigor with the riſing Day. 
Oh thou who freeſt me from my doubtful State, 
Long loſt and wilder'd in the Maze of Fate! 
Be preſent ſtill, oh Goddeſs! in our Aid; 
Proceed, and firm thoſe Omens thou haſt made! 
We to thy Name our Annual Rites will pay; 
And on thy Altars Sacrifices lay ; 
The Sable Flock ſhall fall beneath the Stroke, 
And fill thy Temples with a grateful Smoke: 

| Hail 
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Hail faithful Trips! Hail ye dark Abodes ' 
Of awful Phebus : I confeſs the Ee 
[ pray'dy ; 
Thus, ſeiz'd with Sacred Fear, the Monarch 
Then to his Inner Court the Gueſts convey'd ; 


And Duſt yet white upon each Altar lies; 
The Relicks of a former Sacrifice. 


The King once more the ſolemn Rites requires, 


Fires: 
And bids renew the Feaſts, and wake the fleeping 


Where yet thin Fumes from dying Sparks ariſe, 


His Train obey; while all the Courts around 
With noiſie Care and various Tumult ſound. 
Embroider d Purple cloaths the Golden Beds; 
This Slave the Floor, and That the Table ſpreads; 
A Third diſpels the Darkneſs of the Night, 
And fills depending Lamps with Beams of Light; 
Here Loaves in Caniſters are pil'd on high, 
And there, in Flames the ſlaughter'd Victims fry. 
Sublime 
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Sublime in Regal State, Au#aftus ſhone, 
Stretch'd on rich Carpets, on his Iv'ry Throne; 
A lofty Couch receives each Princely Gueſt; 
Around, at awful Diſtance, wait the reſt: | 


And now the King, his Royal Feaſt to grace, 
Aceſtis calls, the Tutreſs of his Race, 
Who firſt their Youth in Arts of Virtue train'd, 
And their ripe Years in modeſt Grace maintain'd, 
Then ſoftly whiſper'd in her faithful Ear, 
And bad his Daughters to the Rites repair. 
When from the cloſe Apartments of the Night, 
The Royal Nymphs approach'd divinely bright, 
Such was Diana's, ſuch Miner va's Face; 
Nor ſhine their Beauties with ſuperior Grace, 
But that in theſe a milder Charm indears, 


And leſs of Terror in their Looks appears. 


As 


/ 
( 
| 
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As on the Heroes firſt they caſt their Eyes, 

O'er their fair Cheeks the glowing Bluſhes riſe, 
Their down caſt looks a decent Shame confeſt, 

Then, on their F ather's rev'rend Features reſt. 


The Banquet done, the Monarch gives the Sign 
To fill the Goblet high with ſparkling Wine, 
Which Danaur us'd in ſacred Rites of od, 
With Sculpture grac d and rough with riſing Gold. 
Here to the Clouds victorious Per ſeus flies; 
Meduſa ſeems to move her languid Eyes, 8 
And, ev'n in Gold, turns paler as ſhe dies. 
There from the Chace Jove's tow'ring Eagle bears 
On golden Wings, the Phrygian to the Stars; 
Still as he riſes in th? Æthereal Height, | 
His native Mountains leſſen to his Sight; 

While all his ſad Companions upwards gaze, 
Fix'd on the Glorious Scene in wild Amaze, - 
1 And 
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And the ſwift Hounds, affrighted as he flies, I! 
Run to the Shade, and bark againſt the Skies 
3 =  [crown'd, 
This Golden Bowl with gen'rous Juice was 
The firſt Libations ſprinkled on the Ground ; 
By turns on each Celeſtial Pow'r they call 1 L 
With Phebus Name reſounds the vaulted Hall. 


The Courtly Train, the Strangers, and the _ 
re 


| Crown'd with chaſt Laurel, and with Gar nd 
(While with rich Gums the fuming Altars blaze) 


Salute the God in num'rous Hymns of Praiſe. 


Then thus the King: Perhaps, my Noble Gueſts, 
Theſe honour'd Altars, and theſe annual Feaſts, 
To bright Apollo's awful Name deſign'd, 
Unknown, with Wonder may perplex your Mind. 
Great was the Cauſe; our old Solemnities 
From no blind Zeal or fond Tradition riſe; 
But 
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But ſav'd from Death, our Argives yearly pay 
Theſe grateful Honours to the God of Day. 


When by a thouſand Darts the Python ſlain 
With Orbs unroll'd lay ſtretch'd o'er all the Plain, 
(Transfix d as o'er Caſtalia's Streams he hung, 

And ſuck'd new Poiſons with his triple Tongue) 

„The Victor God did to theſe Realms reſort, 

And enter'd old Crotopus humble Court. 


122 
- 


This Argive Prince one only Daughter bleſt, 
That all the Charms of blooming Youth poſſeſt; 


ES UI 


Fair was her Face, and ſpotleſs was her Mind, 
Where Filial Love with Virgin Sweetneſs join'd- 
Happy! and happy ſtill She might have provd; 
Were ſhe leſs beautiful, or leſs belov'd! 

But Phebus lov'd, and on the Flow'ry Side 

Of Nemea's Stream the yielding Fair enjoy'd: 


And 
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And cer ten Moons their Orb with Light adorn, 

Thi illuſtrious Off-ſpring of the God was born. 

The Nymph, her Father's Anger to evade, 

Now flies from Argos to the Sylvan Shade, 

To Woods and Wilds the pleaſing Burden bears, 
And truſts her Infant to a Shepherd's Cares. 


How mean a Fate, unhappy Child! is thine? 

Ah how unworthy thoſe of Race divine ? 
On flow'ry Herbs in ſome green Covert laid, 
His Bed the Ground, his Canopy the Shade, 
He mixes with the bleating Lambs his Cries; 

While the rude Swain his rural Muſick tries, 
To call ſoft Slumbers on his infant Eyes. | 
Yet ev'n in thoſe obſctire Abodes to live, 
Was more, alas! than cruel Fate wou'd give 
For on the graſſie Verdure as he lay, 
And breath'd the Freſhneſs of the riſing Day, 
| "= Devouring 
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Devouring Dogs the helpleſs Infant wee. 
Fed on his trembling Limbs, and lapt the Gore. 
Th'aſtoniſh'd Mother when, the Rumour came, 
Forgets her F ather, and neglects her Fame, 
With loud Complaints ſhe fills the yielding Air, 
And beats her Breaſt, and rends her flowing Hair; 
Then wild with Anguiſh, to her Sire ſhe flies; 
Demands the Sentence, and contented dies. 


But touch'd with Sorrow for the Dead, too late, 
The raging God prepares t'avenge her Fate. 
He ſends a Monſter, horrible and fell, 
Begot by Furies in the Depths of Hell; 
The Peſt a Virgin's Face and Boſom bears; 
High on her Crown a riſing, Snake appears, 
Guards her black Front, and hiſſes in her Hairs: 


About the Realm ſhe walks her dreadful Round, 
Ground, 


When ** with ſable Wings o' erſpreads the 
Devours 


48 me FIRST BOOK of 
Devours young Babes before their Parent's Eyes 
And feeds and thrives on Publick Miſeries- 
Bat gen'rousRage the bold Chor ebus warms, 
Chorebus, fam'd for Virtue as for Arms; 
Some few like him, inſpir'd with Martial flame 
Thought a ſhort Life well loſt for endleſs Fame. 
Thefe, where two Ways in equal Parts divide, 
The direful Monſter from afar deſcry'd; 0 
Two bleeding Babes depending at her side; 0 
W hoſe panting Vitals, warm with Life, the draws, 
And in their Hearts embrues her cruel Claws. 
The Youth ſurround her with extended Spears; 
But brave Choræbus in the Front appears, 
Deep in her Breaſt he plung'd his ſhining Sword, 
And Hell's dire Monſter back to Hell reſtor'd. 
Th'Inachians view'd the Slain with vaſt Surprize, 
Her twiſting Volumes, and her rowling Eyes, 
920 Her 
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Her ſpotted Breaſt, and gaping Womb imbrwd 
With livid Poyſon and our Infant's Blood. 
The Crowd in ſtupid Wonder fix'd appear, 

pale ev'n in Joy, nor yet forget to fear. 
Some with vaſt Beams the ſquallid Corps engage, 
And weary all the wild Efforts of Rage. 

The Birds obſcene, that nightly flock'd to Taſt, 
With hollow Screeches fled the dire Repaſt; 
And ravenous Dogs, allur'd by ſcented Blood, 
With ſtarving Wolves, ran howling to the Wood, 


Avenging Phebus bent his deadly Bow, ' © 
And hiſſing flew the feather'd Fates below; 

A Night of ſultry Clouds involv d around 

The Tow'rs, the Fields, and the devoted Ground: 
And now a thouſand Lives together fled, © 


But fir d withRage,from cleft Parnaſſus? * 


Death with his Scythe cut off the fatal Thread, 


And a whole Province in his Triumph led. 
E. | But 
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But Phwbus, ask d why noxtous Fires appear 
And raging Sirius blaſts the fickly Year, , 
Demands their Lives by whom his Monſter fell, 
And dooms a dreadful Sacrifice to Hell. 
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Bleſt be thy Duſt, and let Eternal Fame 
Attend thy Mayes, and preſerve thy Name; 
Undaunted Hero! who, divinely brave, 
In fuch a Cauſe diſdain'd thy Life to fave; 
But view'd the Shrine with a fuperior Look, | 

And its upbraided Godhead thus beſpoke. 


With Piety, the Soril's fecureſt Guard, 
And Senſcious Virtue, ſtill its own Reward, 
Willing Leome ; unknowing how to fear; 
Nor ſhalt thou, Phurbur, find a Suppliant here: 
Thy Monſter's Death to me was ow'd alone, 
And tis a Deed too glorious to diſown. 
= — 


dar 


STAT I USGS h;s THE BAIS. 51 


Behold him here, for whom, ſo many Days, 
Impervious Qlauds conceal'd thy ſullen Rays; 
For whom, as Man no longer claim'd thy Gu 
Such Numbers fell by Peſtilential Air 

But if th*abandon'd Race of Human-kind 
From Gods above no more Compaſſion find ; 

If ſuch Inclemency in Heav'n can dwell ; 

Yet why muſt un-offending Argos feel 
The Vengeance due to this unlucky Steel? 

On me, on me, let all thy Fury fall, 

Nor err from me, ſince I deſerve it all: 

Unleſs. our Neſart Cities pleaſe thy Sight, 

And Fum'ral Flames reflect a grateful Light. 
Diſcharge, thy Shafts, this ready Boſom rend, 


And to the Shades a-Ghoſt Triumphant ſend ; 


But far my Country let my Fate aßtone, 


Be mine the Vengeance, as the Grime my on. 


E 2 Merit 
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Merit diſtreſs'd impartial Heav'n relieves; 

- Unwelcome Life relenting Phebas gives; 

For not the vengeful Pow 'r, that glow'd withRage, 

With ſuch amazing Virtue durſt engage. 

The; Clouds diſpers'd, Apollos Wrath 952 


[ retir'd. 


And from the wondring God th' unwilling Youth 
- Thence we theſe Altars in his Temple raiſe, . 
And offer Annual Honours, Feaſts, and Praiſe; 
"Theſe ſolemn Feaſts propitious Phebus pleaſe, 


Theſe Honours, ſtill renew id, his antient Wrath 
| : (appeaſe. 


".0 


But ſay, Illuſtrious Gueſt (adjoin'd the King) 
What Name you bear, from what high Bias you 
The noble Tydeus ſtands confeſs'd, and known 
Our Neighbour Prince, and Heir of Calydon 
Relate your Fortunes, while the friendly Night 


And ſilent Hours to various Talk invite. 
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The Deban bends on Earth his gloomy Eyes, 
Confus'd, and ſadly thus at length replies: 
„ Before theſe Altars how ſhall 1 procliim- 
(Oh gen'rous Prince) my Nation or my name, 
Or thro' what Veins ourancient Blood has roll'd ? 
Let the ſad Tale for ever reſt untold ! 


Yet if propitious to a Wretch unknown, 


You ſeek to ſhare in Sorrows not your own; 
Know then, from Cadmus ] derive my Race, 
Jocaſta's Son, and Thebes my Native Place. 

To whom the King, (who felt his gen'rous Breaſt 
Touch'd with Concern for his unhappy Gueſt) 
Replies—Ah why forbears the Son to Name 

His wretched Father, known too well by Fame? 
Fame, that delights around the World to ſtray, 
Scorns not to take our Argos in her Way, 

Ev'n thoſe who dwell where Suns at diſtance roll, 
In Northern Wilds, and freeze beneath the Pole; 
: | E 3 And 
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And thofe who tread the burhing Lybian Lands, 
The faichbeſs Syrres and the moving Sands; 
Who view the Veſtern Sea's extreameſt Bounds, 
Or drink of Ganges in their Eaſtern Grounds ; 
All theſe the Woes of Oedipus have known, 
/ Your Fates; your Furies, and your haunted Town. 
If on the Sons the Parents Crimes deſcend, 
What Prince from thoſe bis Lineage can defend? 


With Virtuous Acts thy Anceſtors Diſgrace, 8 
And be thy ſelf the Honour of thy Race. 
But ſee ! the Stars begin to ſteal away, 


Be this thy Comfort, that tis thine t' efface 


And ſhine more faintly at approaching Day ; 
Now pour the Wine; and in your tuneful Lays, 
Once more reſound the Great Apollo's Praiſe. 


Oh Father Phæbus whether Lyria's Coaſt 
And ſnowy Mountains thy bright Preſence boaſt; 
| Whether 
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, | Whether to ſweet Cadalia thou repair, 


And bath in ſiver Dews:thy yellow Hair; 
Or pleas'd to find fair Dy las float no more, 
Delight in Cyztbus and the Shady Shore: 
Or chuſe thy Seat in Jlion's proud Abades, 
The ſhining Structures rais'd by lab'ring Gods! 
By thee the Bow and mortal Shafts are born, 
Eternal Charms thy blooming Youth adorn: 
Skill'd in the Laws of Secret Fate above, 
And the dark Counſels of Almighty Jove, 
Thou doſt the Seeds of future War foreknow, - 
The Change of Scepters, and impending W ae; 
When direful Meteors ſpread thro' glowing Air 
Long Trails of Light,and ſhake their blazing Hair. 
Thy Rage the Phrygian felt, who durſt aſpire 
T-excel the Muſick of thy Heav'nly Lyre; 
Thy Shafts aveng'd lewd Tityns“ guilty Flame, 
Th'Immortal Victim of thy Mother's Fame; 

E 4 Thy 
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Thy Hand ſlew Python; and the Dame who loſt 
Her num'rous Off. ſpring for a fatal Boaſt. 

I n Phlegias Doom thy juſt Revenge appears, 10 
Condemmn'd to Furies and Eternal Fears; 
He views his Food, wou'd taſte, yet dares not try; 


But dreads the mouldring Rock that trembles from 
| [on high, [ 


=—_— 7... 


Propitious hear our Pray'r, O Pow'r Divine | 
And on thy Hoſpitable Argos ſhine. 
Whether the Style of Titan pleaſe thee more, 
Whoſe Purple Rays th. Achæmener adore ; 

Or great O/yris, who firſt taught the Swain 

In Pharian Fields to ſow the Golden Grain; 
Or Mitra, to whoſe Beams the Per ſian bows, 
And Pays in hollow Rocks his awful Vows, 
Mitra, whoſe Head the Blaze of Light adorns, 
Who graſps the ſtrugling Heifer's Lunar Horns. 


The End of the firſt Book. 
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FOUR SONGS 


Written | in 168 3, 


In order to be Sung as Chorus's be- 
tween the Acts of a Play of Shake- 
ſpear that was altered 


Firſt Sox 27 the End of the. 
firſt Act. 


Chorus of Free Citizens of Rome. 


r Hither is Ancient Virtue gone? 


i ” 


What is become of Juſtice now? 
That Valour, which ſo bright has ſhone, | 
And with the Wings of Conqueſt flown, 

Mluſt to a haughty Maſter bow: | 


Whowith our Foil, our Blood, and all we wet 
Gorges his ot Power, his Humour or his Pride: 


% F , 


He frankly « is his Life ad - 
So will a Lyon or a Bear. 
What Comfort can that be to thoſe, 
Who more his vain Ambition fear? 
How ſtupid Wretches we appear ; "TE: 
Who round the World, for Wealth, and Empire, 


And never; neter think, what Staves we are at 
[Home? 


Did Men, for this, — Join, 
Quitting the free wild Life of Nature > 


What Beaſt but Man did e er Combine 
For ſetting up his Fellow-Creature, 


And of two Miſchiefs chuſe the Greater? 
n, 


Oh, rather than be Slaves to falſe and "iD, © ur 
[and Caves agen. 


Give us our Wildneſs, and our Woods, our Huts, 
| There 
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There ſecure from Lawleſs Sway, 
Out of Pride, or Envy's way; 
Living up to Nature's Rules 
Not deprav'd by Knaves and Fools, "Sheep; 
Happily we all might live, and Harmleſs as our 
Then at length as you dye, as Infants fall aſleep, 


. 
The Genius of Rome. | 


* to prevent this awful in 8 Doom, | 


From Bright unknown Abodes of Bliſs I 
The 9 Genius of Keane Nome. JO 


Her * F yet, I vil <A 
Some few, the Maſter Souls of all this Age, 
To do an Act of juſt Heroic Rage. 


* The Fall of the Ciiinon-wealth, when it whs thung'd into Tyramy. 


'Tis 


Second Sons after the ſecond | 
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is hard ſo Brave a Man ſhould fall ſo low ; 
But worſe, to let ſo Great a People bow J 


To one themſelves have rais'd, who ſcorns them 
4 now. 


Yer, oh, I grieve that Brutus ſhould be tain'd, 
Whoſe Life, excepting this one Act, remain'd 
So Pure, that future Times will think it feign'd. 


But only He can make the Reſt combine; 
The very Life and Soul of their Deſign: 
The Center, where thoſe Mighty Spirits join. 


Unthinking Men no ſort of Scruples make; 
And ſome are Bad, only for Miſchief's ſake; 
But ev'n the Beſt are Guilty by Miſtake. 


Thus, while they all for Publick Good intend 
Jo bring a Tyrant to untimely End. 
The over- zealous Brutus Stabs his Friend. 
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Third SoN after the third Act. 
Chorus of Roman Senators. 


| {+ on is the Path poor Mortals tread: 
Wiſdom it ſelf a Guide does need: 
We little thought, when Cz/ar bled, 


That a worſe Cæſar would ſucceed. 
And are we under ſuch a hopeleſs Curſe, 


That we can never Change, but for the worſe? 


Under Pretence of neceflary Force 
By which we our own ſelves Enthrall, 
Theſe, without Bluſhes, or Remorſe, 
Proſcribe the Beſt, impoveriſh All. 
The Gaule themſelves, our greateſt Foes, 
Could offer Terms no worſe than thoſe. 
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That Cæſar with Ambitious Thoughts 
Had Virtues too, his very Foes cou'd find: 
Theſe equal him in all his F aults, 
But never in his noble Mind. 


That Free · bann Spirits ſhou'd obey 


n. who know not how * 


Too late we now .nepent our r haſty — | 
In vain þemoan;ſo:quick a Turn; 
Dejedted Rome cxics with united Voice, 

Better, a thouſand times, that we had born 
Our Ills a while, with Patience, and with Eaſe, 
Than try d a Fatal Cure much worſe [than our 


[Diſeaſe 


r Fourth 
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Fourth Sox after the fourth Act. : 


Ceres of Soldjers in the Army f Brutus and 
Ouffius. 


Au Vows thus chearfully we fing, 
O 'TillrhefiorceClangorfiresourBlood: | 
Let all the Neiglib' ring Ecchoes ring 
With Wiſhes for eur Gountry's- Good: 
And, for Reward; ofthe juſt: Gods we claim 
A Life with Freedom, or a Death with Fame. 


May Rome be freed from War's Allarms, 
| And Mulxts too heavy to be born: 
May ſhe beware of Foreign Arms, 
And ſend them back with noble Scorn. 
And , for Reward, Sc. 
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May ſhe no more confide in Friends 
Who nothing farther underſtood, | 
Than only, for their private Ends, 
I To waſte her Wealth, and ſpill her Blood. 
And, for Reward, Oc. 


Our greateſt Patriots Fove reſtrain 
From Faction, which they Wiſdom call; 
From the low Thoughts of little Gain, 
And hazarding the loſing all. 
And, for Reward, G6. 


1 Our Arms we'll eagerly prepare, 
* Then, to the glorious Combat fly; 
All diſingag d from future Care, 
Except to Overcome, or Dye. 
And, for Reward, Sc. 


TRANSLATIONS “ 65 


They Fight, Oppreſſion to increaſe; 
577 for our ge and Laws; | 
If wete a Sin to doubt Succeſs, © 149 —”—— 

| When Freedom is the Noble Cauſe. 
And, for Reward, of the-Juſt Gods we claim 


A Life with Freedom, or a Death with Fame, 
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Ad Amica. 
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D VM Studeo fungi fallentts munere vite, 
Adfeetoque view ſedibus Elyſits, 
Arcoa foren Sephid, = . | 
Diſtppls, Auna morte Carere cane. 


Has ⁰ . profuges ad filers mitto, 


8 W ingreſſis otia blanda dico; 


Qualia 
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WALTER DANNISTON, 


AD AMIGOS. > 


| Imitated by Mr. PRIOR 

S es the buſie Moments to deceiye, 
That fleet between the Cradle and the Grave, 

[ credit what the Crætius Diftates ſay, 

And Somiay Sounds o'er Scotias Hills convey. 

When mortal Man reſigns his tranſient Breath, 

The Body only I give oder to Death: | 

The Parts difloly'd and b. oken Frame J mourn; 

What came from Earth, 1 ſee to Earth return: 

The Aunsteiil Part, th #therial Soul, 

Nor can Change vanquiſh, nor can Death controul: 


F2 Glad 
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| 
Ali conveniunt Divis, Hoek fata volebant 
Vite Nelles Soller ire viac, Vn 
Vinaque Celicolis media inter gaudia libo, 


Et me quid mjus ſuſpicor eſſe viro. 
Sed fuerint nulli, forſan, a ſpondeo, cali, 
Nuala. * ut Ditis Numina, v#lle Joris 5 


Fabula ſit terris TORE que vita uli, 


Quiq ue ſupe Iſtes, Homo, | qui nihil, oft Deus. 
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Attamen eſſe hilares & inanes mittere Fares 
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Tempora perpetuis detinuiſſe jocir. 
Hi, 


DOLL 
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Glad I releaſe it from its Partner's Cares, 
And bid good Angels waft it to the Stars. 
Then in the flowing Bow! I drown thoſe Sighs, 
Which spite of Wiſdom from our Weakneſs riſe; 
The Draught to the Dead's Mem'ry I commend, 
And offer to the now immortal Friend. 

But if oppog'd to what my Thoughts approve, 
Nor Pluto's Rage there be, nor Pow'r of ove, 
On its dark Side, if thou the Proſpect take, 
Grant all forgot beyond black Letbe's Lake: 

In total Death ſuppoſe the Mortal lye, 

No new Hereafter, nor a future Sky; 

Yet bear thy Lot content, yet ceaſe to grieve; 
Why, e'er Death comes, do'ſt thou forbear to live? 
The little Time, thou haſt *twixt Inſtant now 
And Death's Approach, is all the Gods allow; 
And of this little haſt thou ought to ſpare 


To ſad Reflection, and Corroding Care? 
F 3 The 


DAI Nie 


go MAMifcelamons Pokus and 
His me parenterms preceptis occupet Orcu ; 


Et mers gu Dinum, ſeu nibil oe velit, | | 


NamSophia Ars ills oft que fallere ſuaviter horas 


* = 


Aamonet, atque orci non timuiſſe minas. 


ITRANSLAT10 N'S. XL 
The Moments paſt, if thou art wiſe, retrieve, 
With pleaſant Mem'ry of the Bliſs. they gave, 
The Preſent Hours, in preſent Mirth imploy, 
And bribe the Future with the Hopes of Joy. 
The Future (few or more, how e'er they be) 
Were deſtin d e'rſt, nor can by Fate's Decree 
Be now cut off, betwixt the Grave and Thee. 
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To the Right Honourable R— H- — | Eſq; 


92 Dick, howe'er it comes into his Head, 
That You and I, Sir, are extremely great; 
Tho' I plain Matt, You Miniſter of State, 
One Word from me, without all doubt, he ſays 


Believes, as firmly as he does his Creed, 


Wou'd fix his Fortune in ſome little Place: 
Thus better than my ſelf, it ſeems, he knows 
Ho far my Intereſt with my Patron goes, 
And anſwering all Objections I can make 
Still plunges deeper in his dear Miſtake. 


; From 
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From this wild Fancy, Sir, there may proceed 
One wilder yet, which I foreſee and dread, 
That I, in Fact, a real Intereſt have, 

Which to my own Advantage I wou'd ſave, 
And with the uſual Courtier's Trick intend 
Fo ſerve my ſelf, forgerful of my Friend. 


99 


To ſhun this Cenſure I all Shame lay by, 
And make my Reaſon with his Will comply, 
Hoping for my Excuſe 'twill be confeſt, 
That of two Evils 1 have choſe the leaſt. 

So, Sir, with this Epiſtolary Scroll, 
Receive the Partner of my inmoſt Soul, 


Him you will find in Letters and in Laws 


Not unexpert ; firm to his Country's Cauſe; ' 


Warm in the Glorious Intereſt you purſue; - 
And, in one Word, a good Man and a true. 
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By the ſame Hand. 


—_ 


ALR Suſan did her Wifehode well maintaine, 
F Algates aſſaulted ſore by Leachers rwaine: 
Now, an I reade aryghte that auncient Song, 
The Paramours were Olde, the Dame was Vong. 


Had thilke fame Tale in other guiſe been tolde, 
Had: they been yong, (pardie) and ſhe been olde, 
Sweet Jefu | that had been much ſorer Tryall ; 

Full marvaillous, I wote, were ſuch Denyall! 
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By Mr. B A T E. 
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| >, EST others tempt your Youth with Praiſe 
L And tell you what your ſelf too ſconweel 
Till Flatt'ryss Breath with Fortune's Blelfinge 
Stifle your Virtue, and corrupt your Ml” 
Study your felf, know human Nature well, 
And view the things that make vain Mortals ſwell, 
The things that Souls above the Vulgar pleaſe ; 
But view them, ftript of their enchanting Dreſs: 
Nor *midft thoſe Thoughts with raſh Diſdainrefuſe 
This dull Deſcription of a Rural Muſe. 
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Life in its Spring diſplays a glorious Scene, 
Vig' rous like April, and like May Serene, 
The Streams of Pleaſure flow as Nectar pure, 
Attract the Senſes, and the Soul allure, 
The fond young Man is raviſh'd with the Taſt, 
Smiles, drinks, and dreams theReliſhlong will laſt 
And giddy with the Fumes, and with Conceit, | 


He deems himſelf for all great Actions fit, 


[DState. 


ACranner in the Church, and Burleigh in the 
Boundleſs his Hopes, fantaſtick are his Schemes, 
And gay Idza's fill his golden Dreams. 


But oh! ho ſoon the nauſeous Dregs ariſe, 
Diſguſt the Palate, and pollute his Joys, | 
Troubles break in, and worldly Cares prevail, 
The Brain is heated, and the Viſage pale. 
The Toils of Day invade the peaceful Night, 
And ſting the Soul, and in black Dreams affright. 

| | Auguſtus 
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Auguſtur You will Stile Thrice happy Prince 


Hear firſt his Groans for Julia's vile Offence - 
The vanquiſh*d'World this Godlike Man adores, 
This Godlike Man Domeſtick Ills deplores;., 
Oer Realms of ſtubborn Men he can preſide, 
But can't at home one wanton Daughter guides 


The Parent and. the Judge his Boſom tear. 


This Scene appeaſes Cleopatra's Ghoſt, 
Pandaria gives her back what Actium loſt. 


Nor outward Ills alone our Pride chaſtiſe 8 
From our own Frame corroding Sorrows riſe. 
Diſeaſes, barb'rous Armies, Havock make, 
Aches and Pangs the yielding Fortreſs ſhake. 
Beauty and Strength are with reluctance fled, 
Potions are drank, and loathſome Rules obey' d; 
The Pulſe oft number'd wich a filent care, 
And Death ſeen hov'ring in the hazy Air. 
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Her Death he long reyolves,ſhock'd with Deſpairs 
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Tue Soul her Empige would maintain, but fails, N50 
For in the Strife the mortal Part preva. 
der dur undaunted Heury loath to yield. 80 
He combats Sickneſs, and will take the Field, | 0 
The fearleſs Hero in his Litter goes, f. 
j 

þ 

* 


But finds his Fever worſe than Gallic Fes; 
His vig rous Mind could cauſe, but cannot heal 
An 111 fo fatat to the Publick Wel. 
ö Vanquiſht at length, the Pious Prince retreats, 


And in the Blöom of Life to griſly Death ſubmits. ; 
But you may ſhun Diſeaſes baleful Power, | 
Nor pine away in an untimely Hour; 
Morofe old Age, incurable Difeaſe, | 


Stalks on, and ſoon does the frail Being ſeize ; | 
Tir'd with hitnfelf, he Company deſires, = 
Which ſcornfal flies; for Company he tires. 
Now penſive on his Staff he walks alone, 
Too Confcions what himſelf in Youth has done: 


* 
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89 chang'd his Country, that he ſeems to ſtand 
An uſelsſs Gazer in a foreign Land. 
So chang d himſelf, he's ſcarce the wither d Shade 
Of the proud Thing in Robes of Glory clad- 
Edward, once active as the joyful Sun. 
Loaded with Years, himſelf but loads a Throne. 
The Rays ſo languid, and the Shadows great, 
Almoſt his Eng/g with heir dun would ſet. 

, A ſordid Woman's buiſie Projects ſtain 
The ſplendid Annals of that martial Rn 
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Still ſome Remains of Bliſs old Age enjoys, 
But Time voracious thoſe Remains deſtroys ; 
Till it can nought but naked Life devour: 


[proaching Hour. 
For this the Dotard weeps, and dreads ch ap- 


Grim Death regardleſs knows not how to —_ | 


{Cave 


Bur drags the trembling Prey to his ungrateful 


Alice Pierce. 8 


You 
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[You ſmile,” and call this Preaching ; be it 2 
But, Sir, this Preaching does relate to you, 
That the chief Good you wiſely may 8 
And add freſh Luſtre to an ancient Race, 

Nor trifle with your Life, and waſte your Daß 
In Deeds reproachful, or inglorious Eaſe. 
Let Reaſon ſway; be deaf to Pleaſure's Charms, 
And Death prefer to Circe's wanton Arms; 
Never forget what to your God you owe, 
And chearful pay what to your Country's due, 
Firm to your Friend, and to your ſelf be true. 


Be decent, but no Slave to empty Rules, 
The wiſe Man's Torture, and the Joy of Fools. 
Thus hoary Mentor ſpeaks, who loves you well, 
And beſt the Dangers of your State can tell! 
You yawn, and ſay you're ſafe; I ſay no more, 


But think what Creatures ſwarm on Nile's too 
* Shore. 
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THE, 


Story of ARACHNE 


FROM 
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ron 


Pleas'd that ſo well they had reveng'd thele 


Reflecting thus, —A Vulgar Soul can praiſe, 
My Fame let glorious Emulation raiſe, 


p** attentive heard the Muſes Song, 


Swift Vengeance ſhall purſue th' audacious Pride 


That dares my Sacred Deity deride. 
| G | Revenge 


The Beginning of tbe Sixth Book bY 
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Revenge the Goddeſs in her Breaſt revolves, 
And ftrait the bold Arachne's Fate reſolves. - 
Her haughty Mind to Heav'n diſdain'd to bend, 
And durſt with Pallas in her Art contend. 
No famous Town ſhe boaſts, or noble Name, 


- 
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But to her Work alone owes all her Fame; 
Idnon her Father on his Trade rely'd, 
And thirſty Wool in purple Juices dy'd ; 
Her Mother, whom the Shades of Death confine, 
Was, like her Husband, born of Vulgar Line. 
At ſmall Hypzpe though ſhe did reſide, 
Yet Induſtry proclaim'd what Birth deny'd, 
All Lydia to her Name due Honour pays, 
And ev'ry City ſpeaks Arachne's Praiſe. 
Nymphs of Timolus quit their ſhady Woods, 
Nymphs of Pactolus leave their Golden Floods, 
And oft with Pleaſure round her gazing ſtand, 
Admire her Work, and praiſe her artful Hand, 
1 1. They 


TRANSLATIONS. 33 
They view each Motion, with new Wonder ſeiz'd; 
More than the Work her graceful Manner pleas'd. 


Whether raw Wool in its firſt Orbs ſhe wound, 
Or with ſwift Fingers twirPd the Spindle round, 
Whether ſhe pick'd with care the knotty Piece, 


[Fleece, 


Or comb'd like ſtreaky Clouds the {tretching 


Whether her Needle play'd the Pencil's part; 


Twas plain from Pallas ſhe deriv'd her Art. 
But ſhe, unable to reſtrain her Pride, 
The very Miſtreſs of her Art def d. 
Pallas obſcures her bright Celeſtial Grace, 


And takes an Old decrepid Beldam's Face. 


Her Head is ſcatter'd oer with Silver Hairs, 
Which ſeems to bend beneath a load of Vears. 
Her trembling Hand, emboſs'd with livid Veins, 


On truſty Staff her feeble Limbs ſuſtains. 


G2 She 
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She thus accoſts the Nymph, « Betimely Wiſe, 
& Do not the wholſome Words of Age deſpiſe, 


For in the Hoary Head Experience lies. 


4 On Earth contend the greateſt Name to gain; 


To Pallas yield; withAea vn thou ſtriv ſt in vain 


Contempt contracts her Brow, her Paffions riſe, 
And proud Diſdain glares in her rolling Eyes: 
3 Enrag'd, the tangling Thread away ſlie throws, 


(Blows, 


And ſcarce can curb her threatning Hands from 
& Worn out with Age, and by Diſeaſe declin'd, 
« (She cries) thy Carcaſe has ſurviv'd thy Mind; 
<< Theſe Lectures might thy ſervile Daughters 
« And waty Doctrines for thy Neices a rods 
« My Counſel's frommyſelf; my Will commands, 
And my firſt Reſolution always ſtands: 
“Let Her contend; or does her Fear impart, 
« That Conqueſt waits on my ſuperior Art? 
| The 
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The Goddeſs ftrait throws off her old Diſguiſe, - 


And heav'nly Beauty ſparkles in her Eyes, 

A youtbful Bloom fills up each wrinkled Trace, 
And Pallas fimles with ev'ry wonted Grace. 
The Nymphbs Turpriz'd:the Deity adore, 

And Lydies Dames confeſs her matchleſs Power; 
The Rival Maid alone unmov'd. remains, 

Yet a ſwift Bluſh her guilty Features ſtains; 

in her unwilling Cheek the Crimſon glows, 


And her check'd Pride à ſhort Confuſion knows. 


So when Aurora firſt unveils her Eyes, 
A Purple Dawn inveſts the: bluſhing Skies, 
But ſoon bright Phebss gains th Horizon's height, 
And gilds the Hemiſphere with ſpreading Light, 


Deſire of Conqueſt ſways the (giddy Maid, 
To certain Ruin by vain Hopes betray'd, | 
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The Goddeſs with her ſtubborn Will comply d, 
And deign'd by Trial to convince her Pride. 
Both take their Stations, and the Piece prepare, 
And order ev'ry flender Thread with Care; 
The Web inwraps the Beam; ; the Reed divides, 


[glides, 
While through the: wid'ning ſpace the Shuttle 


Which their ſwift Hands receive; then pois'd with 


Lead, 


The ſwinging Weight Airikes cloſe th' inſerted 
[ Thread, 


Each girds her flowing Garments round her Waſt, 
And plies her Feet-and Arms with dextrous haſte. 
Here each inweaves the richeſt Tyrian Dye, 
There fainter Shades in beauteous Order lye ; 
Such various Mixtures in the Texture ſhine, 
Set off the Work, and brighten each deſign - 


As when the Sun his piercing Rays extends, 


When from chin Clouds ſome driſly Show? r — 
[ſcends 
We ſee the ſpacious Humid Arch appear, 7 


Whoſe tranſient Colours paint the ſplendid Air; 
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By ſuch degrees the deep ning Shadows rife 

As pleaſingly deceive our dazled Eyes; 
And though the ſame th? adjoining Colour ſeems, 
Yet Hues of diff rent Natures dye th' Extremes. 
Here height ning Gold they midſt the Woof di- 
And in the Web this Antique Story roſe. PO 


Pallas the lofty Mount of Mars deſigns, 
Celeftial Judgment guides th* unerring Lines; 
Here, in juſt view, th' Athenian Structures ſtand, 
And there, the Gods contend to Name the Land; 
Twelve Deities ſhe frames with ſtately Mien, 
And in the midſt ſuperior Jove is ſeen; 

A glowing Warmth the blended Colours give, 
And in the Piece each F igure ſeems to live. 


Heav'n's Thundring Monarch fits with awful 
NEE [Grace, 


And dread Omnipotence imprints his Face: 


G 4 There 
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There Neptune ſtood, difdainfully he-frawn'd, 
And with his Trident ſmote the tremblingGround, 
The parting Rocks a ſpacious Chaſm diſcloſe, 
From whence a fiery prancing Steed aroſo; 
And on that uſeful Gift he founds his Claim, 
To grace the City with his honowr'& Name. 
In her own Shape a Warlike Port appears, 
A ſhining Helmet decks her flowing Hairs, 
Her thoughtful Breaſt her well pois'd —_— 
And her bare Arm a glitt'ring Speat extends, 
With which ſhe wounds the Plain; from thotice 
A ſpreading Tree, green Olives toad the Bonghs, 
ThePow'rs her Gift behold with wondring Eyes, 


And to he Goddeſs 'give the 2 _ 


15 q 


Such Mercy checks 15 Wrath, Ul to diſſuade 
By others Fate the too preſumptuons Maid, 
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A ſmall defigh each Corner-ſpace ſupply'd;  . 
Of the juſt Downfal of contending Pride. 


Hens and Rhodupe in This ſhe wrought, : 
And beauteous Colours ſpokeher lively Thought; 
With-Avtogance-andRerce Ambition fir'd, - 
They to the ſacred Names of Gods afpir'd ; 

To Mountains chang'd their lofty Heads atife, 
And loſe their leſs ning Summits in the Skies. 


In That, in curious Miniature was ſeen 
The wretched Fate of the Nygmæan Queen; 
Juuo enrag d, reſents th? audacious aim, 


And t a Crane transfornis the vanquiſh'd Dame; 


In that Voracious Shape ſhe ſtill appears, 
And plagues her People with perpetual Wars. 


In This Antigone, for Beauty ſtrove 
With the bright Conſort of Imperial Jove. 
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Juno incens'd, her Royal Pow'r diſplay d, ut 
And to a Bird converts the haughty Maid. 
Laomedon his Daughter's Fate bewails, 

Nor his, nor Ilion's earneſt Pray'r prevails, 
But on her lovely Skin white Feathers riſe, J | 
Chang'd toaclam'rous Stork ſhe mounts the Skies; | 


e — ; 85 0 > « #F. « ä . 
* 1} 3.18 SOL 3\ ln 


Inithe remaining Orb, the heav'nly Maid 
The Tale of Childleſs Cynaras. diſplay'd, 

A ſettled Anguiſh in his Look appears, 

And from his blood ſhot Eyes flow ſtreams of Tears; 
On the cold Ground, no more a Father, thrown; 
He, for his Daughters, claſp'd the poliſh'd Stone. 
And when he ſought t' embrace their wonted 
The Temple's Steps deceiv'd his eager n 
Wreaths of green Olive round the Border twine, 
And her own peaceful Tree adorns the fair deſign. 


Arachne 


TRANSLATIONS. - 9 
- Ararhne paints th” Amours of mighty Pons aal 
How i in a Bull the God diſguis d his wy 
A real Bull ſeems in the Piece to Toar,  ' 
And real Billows breaking on the Shore: 
In fair Europa's Face appears Sutprize, 
To the retreating Land ſhe turns her Eyes, 


And ſeems tocallher Maids, who wond'ring ſtood, 


And with their Tears increas'd the Briny Flood, 
Her trembling Feet ſhe by contraction ſaves | 
From the rude Inſults of the riſing Waves. ' 
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Here Am'rous Jove diſſolving Leda trod, 
And in the vig'rous Swan conceal'd the God. 


Love lends him now an Eagles new Diſguiſe, 
Beneath his flutt ring Wings fer lies. 

Here her enliv'ning Colours well expreſs'd 
How Jove the fair Antiope careſs d. 


n 1 
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Ina ſtrong Satyr's rough-hewh' Form he came, 
Inſtilling Love tranſports the glowing Dame, 5 
And luſty Twins reward his nervous Flame. » 
Here how ke ſooth'd:the bright Alemend's Love, 
Who for Amphitryon took th Impoſtor Fave. 
And how the God in Golden Show'rs allur d 
The guarded Nymph in brazen Walls immur'd; 
How, in a Swain, Mnemoſyne he charmss, 
In lambent Flames the fair ging warm. 
And how with various glitt ring Hues inlaid = 
In Serpent's form Debis he betrayd. 

Here you, great Nentune, with a ſhort- livd flame 
In a young Bull enjoyed th? Afolian Dame. 


Then in Euipen Shape Intrigues purſue, 


Tis thus th* Aloide boaſt Deſcent from you. 
Here to Biſaltis you your Love convey d, 
And as a Ram deceiv'd the yielding Maid E 
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Ceres, 
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| Ceres, kind Mother of the bounteous Year, 
Whoſe Golden Locks a ſheafy Garland bear; 
And the dread Dame, whoſe Head's with Serpents 
From whom the Pegaſæan Courſer ſprung, Tung, | 
Thee in a ſnuffing Stallion's Form enjoy, 
Exhauſt thy Strength, and ev'ry Nerve — ; 
Melantho, as a Dolphin you betray y 
And ſport in Pleaſures on the rolling Sea. 
Such jult Proportion graces e ry Part, 

Nature her ſelf appears improv'd by Art. 

Here in diſguiſe was mighty Phebus ſeen 

With clowniſh Aſpect, and a ruſtick Mien 
Again transform d, he's dreſid inFaulcon'sPlumes, 
And now the Lyon's noble Shape aſſumes; 
Now, in a Shepherd's form, with treach'rous Smiles 
He Macareiun T/e's Heart beguiles. 
Here his plump Shape enamour'd Bacchus leaves, 
And in the Grape Erigone deceives. 


There 


— cy * 5 - * 2 N 
%. a 
* 
" 


- 94 Miſcellaneous POE Ms and 


There Satuyn, in a neighing Horſe, ſhe wove, 
And Chiron's double Form rewards his Love. | © 
Feſtoons'of Flow'rs inwove with Ivy ſhine, 
Border the wond”rous Piece, and round the Tex. 
- 15 [ture twine. ! 
Not Pallas, nor ew 'n Spleen it ſelf could blame, 
The skilful Work of the Mæonian Dame; 
With Grief her vaſt Succeſs the Goddeſs bore, 
And of Celeſtial Crimes th'upbraiding Hiſt'ry tore. 
Her boxen Shuttle, now enrag d „ ſhe took, 
And thrice the proud Idmonian Artiſt ſtruck: 
Th unhappy Maid, who found her Labours vain, 
: Grew reſolute with Pride, and Shame, and Pain. 
Around her Neck a fatal Nooſe the ties, 
And in Deſpair to Death for Shelter flies. 
Pallas with Pity ſaw the ſudden deed, 
And thus the Virgin's milder Fate decreed. 


“Live, 
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« Live, Impious Rival, mindful of thy Crime, 
6 Suſpended thus to waſte thy future time, 


cc „ This Puniſhment involves thy num'rous Race, 


6 „Who, for thy Fault, inherit thy Diſgrace: 
Her Incantation Magick Juices aid, | | 
Withwhich ſhe ſprinkles o'er the pendent wan 
And thus the Charmits noxious Pow'r r diſplay d. 
Like Autumn Leaves ſhe ſheds her falling Hairs, 
With theſe, her Noſe, and next her rifing Ears, 
Her Head to the minuteſt Subſtance ſhrunk, 


. CCragk: 3 
And the ſtrong Juice contracts her changing 


Strait to her Sides, her ſlender Fingers clung; 
And there, her nimble Feet, in order hung; 
Her bloated Belly ſwells to larger ſize, oli les; 
Which now with ſmalleſt Threads her Work ſup- 
The Virgin in the Spider ſtill remains. 

And in that Shape her former Art retains.” 
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5 Wirt in a een e terrible Any 
FE From lofty Paras th' Almighty _—_ 
Born on a Cherub's Wings he rode, 5 
Intolerable Day proclaim d the God: 
No Earthly Cloud N 
Cou d his Effulgent Brightneſs ſhroud; 
Glory, and Majeſty, and Pow'r, 
g March'd in a dreadful Pomp before, 


Behind 
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Behind a grim and meagre Train, 
Pining Sickneſs, Frantick Pain 
Stalk*d wildly on! with all the diſmal Band 
Which Heav'n in Anger ſends to ſcourge a guilty 
I [Land. 
With Terror cloath'd he ſtood, 
And all the Rebel Nations view'd, 
The Rebel Nations were afraid, , 
And at his Preſence fled; 
And, when he ſpoke, hock. 4 
The everlaſting Hills from their Foundations 4 
The trembling Mountains by a lowly Nod, 
With Reverence ſtruck, confeſs'd the God. 
He dealt Affliction from his Van, 
And wild Confuſion from his Reer. 
They thro? the Tents of Cuſban ran; 
The Tents of Cuſhan quak d with Fear, 
And Midian trembled with Deſpair. 
1. 
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I ſee his Sword wave naked in the Air; 
It ſheds around a baleful Ray 
The Rains pour down, the Lightnings play, 
And on their Wings vindictive Thunder bear. 
III. „ 
When thro' the mighty Flood 
He led the wondring Crowd, 
What ail'd the Rivers that they backward fled, 
Why was the mighty Flood afraid? 
March'd he againſt the Rivers? or was he | 
Thou mighty Flood, diſpleas'd at Thee? 
- The Flood beheld from far | 


The Deity, i in all his Equipage of War; 
He faw him; and his Tide 
Congeal'd with fear forgot to glide, 
And ſtood a Cryſtal Wall on either ſide. 
| Arabia's Sands, 
9 Lonely, uncomfortable Lands! 
\ | 1 Where 


-T KANSLATIONS. 
W here no refreſhing Rain, 
No gentle Show'ts delight the Swain, 
Oppoſe their fiery Coaſts in vain: * 
gee the great Prophet ſtand 
Waving the wonder-working Wand; 
He ſtrikes the ſtubborn Rock, and 16! 
The ſtubborn Rock feels the Almighty Blow, 
And from it Streams and rapid Torrents flow. 
: W 
Then did the Sun his fiery Courſers ſtay, 
And backward held the falling Day. 
The nimble-footed Minutes ceasd to run 
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And urge the lazy Hours on. 
Time hung his unexpanded Wings: | j 
And all the ſecret Springs 4 
That carry on the Year © | q 
Stop'd in their full Career; 
Then the aſtoniſd Monn 8 1 
Forgot her going — ad i 
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And paler grew - 
The diſmal Scene to view. 
How thro the trembling Pagan Nation 
Th Almighty Ruin dealt, and ghaſtly Deſolation, 
SR EY 
But oh why does th' Almighty frown, 
And look with Indignation down? | 


And why, O Sion, reigns 
Such Deſolation o'er thy Plains? 
Lo! how victorious Babylon 


Like an unruly Deluge ruſhes on 
And bears the yielding Powers of Iſrael down? 

For thee how do I mourn, 
What Pangs for thee I feel; 

Ah! how art thou become the Pagan's Scorn, 
Lovely, unhappy 1/rael! | 

A ſhivering Damp invades my Heart; 
A trembling Horror ſhoots thro every Part. 


My 
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My nodding Frame can ſcarce ſuſtain, 
The bitter Load I undergo; 
Speechleſs I ſigh! the envious woe 
Forbids the very Pleaſure to complain; 
Forbids my faltering Tongue to tell 
W hat Pangs for thee I feel, 
Lovely, unhappy 1/rael. 
| 42 0- 
Yet tho? the Fig-tree ſ ſhou'd no Bloſſoms bear, 
Tho? Vines defeat the Promiſe of the Year; 
Yet tho? the Olive ſhou'd not yield her Oil, 
And the parch'd Glebe delude the Farmer's Toil; 
Tho? the tir'd Ox beneath his Labours fall; 
And pining Herds ſhow'd periſh from the Stall; 
Yet ſhall my grateful Strings, 
For ever praiſe thy Name, 
For ever thee proclaim, 
Thee Everlaſting God, the mighty King of Kings 
N 
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Part of the XXXV Iltth and | 
XXXIXth Chapters of * 


. LY 
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T2 from his bright Aereal Abode, 
On Storms and Whirlwinds down n the Al- 8 | 
And the loud Voice of Thunder ſpoke the God. 
He Qiretch'd his dark Pavilion o'er the Floods, 
Harneſs'd the Winds, and rein d the dusky Clouds. 


Then from his awful Gloom the Godhead ſpoke, 
And at his Voice Maes Newry ſhook, © | 


F i — 


Vain Man! who boldly, with oY Reaſon? s Ray, 
Vies with his God, and rivals his full Day!! 


But 
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But tell me now, ſay how this beauteous Frame 
Of All things, from the Womb of Nothing came. 
When Nature's Lord, by one Almighty Call, 
From No where rais'dthe World's Capacious Ball? 
How the revolving Spheres amid the Sky 

In Confort move, and ſweeteſt Harmony? 
Why the vaſt Tide ſometimes with wanton Play 
In ſoft Mgarders gently glides away: 

Anon, why ſwelling with impetuous Stores 
Comes rowling down, and tumbles to the Shores? 
By thy Command does fair Aurora riſe, 

And gild with Purple Beams the bluſhing Skies? 
The watbling Lark ſalutes her chearful Ray, 
And welcomes with his Song the riſing Day; 
The riſing Day Ambroſial Dew diftils; 

Th' Ambroſial Dew with balmy Odours fills 


[ſmiles. 


The Flow'rs; the Flow'rs rejoice, and Nature 


H 4 Why 
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His fiery Courſers bounding from the Main, 
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Why awful Night begins her ſolemn Round, * 


With all the Majeſty of Darkneſs crown'd. 
Now buſie Nature lies diffus'd in Sleep, 

Huſn d is the Land, and lull'd the peaceful Deep; 
No Air of Breath diſturbs the drowzy Woods, 
No Whiſpers murmur from the ſilent Floods: 
The ſilver Moon ſheds down a trembling Light, 
And glads the melancholy Face of Night. 

The Stars in order twinkle in the Skies, 

And fall in filence, and in filence riſe. 

"Till thro the Gates of Light the radiant Sun 


Iſſues, and leads the circling Minutes on; 


Hurry the Chariot thro? th Ethereal Plain; 
The fiery Courſers and the Coach diſplay 
A ſtream of Glory, and a flood of Dey. 


Did &er thy Eye deſcend into the Deep, 
Or haſt thou ſeen where infant Tempeſts ſleep? 
| Was 


* 
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Was &er the Grave or Regions of the Night 
Yet trod by thee, or open'd to thy ſight? 
Has Death diſclos'd to thee her gloomy State, 
The ghaſtly Forms, the various Woes that wah 
In terrible Array before her awful Gate? 
Know'ſtthou where Darkneſs bears Eternal Sway, 
Or where's the Source of everlaſting Day? 
Why Eurus fans the Eaſtern Regions, born © 
Upon the Courſers of the balmy Morn? 
Say, why ſometimes the gentle Evening Breeze 
Sleeps on the Waves, or murmurs thro the Trees ; 
Or why the Winds ſometimes their Pinions try, 
Whisk o'er the Plain, and battel in the Sky? 
On ruddy Wings why forky Lightning flies, 
And rowling 'Thunder grumbles in the Skies? 


Heralds of Woes, Deſtruction, and Deſpair, 
The Plague, the Sword, and all the Forms of War? 9 


Say 


Know'ſt thou why Comets threaten in the Air, 
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Say why the driving Hall with ruthing Sound Sa 
Pours from on high. and rattles on the Ground: IT 
U 
A 


Hew hover Snows and wanton in the Air. 
Pall by degrees, and eloath the hoary Vear? 
Why Pearly Rain in fruitful Showers flows, 
And on each Bud a ſudden Spring beſtows? _ 
| Say, can thy Voice when ſultry Sirius — 


Glows in the Air, and fires the thirſty Plains; 
Call down the Waters, and command the Rains? 
Or, when che Heav'ns are charg'd with gloomy 
Axa ruſting down preeipitate in Floods, © 
Chaſe the dark Horror of the Storm away, 
Reſtrain the Deluge, and reſtore the Day? 

By Thee does Summer deck her ſelf with Charms, 
Or hoary Winter lock his frozen Arms? 

Does the pale Lilly or the bluſhing Roſe, 

By thee their Boſoms to the Morn diſcloſe? 
Do Fruits fram thee receive their various Hue, 
Sweet to the Smell, and charming to the View? 


tm Ft fa} @4#' cc far , yaRS 
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Say why the Sun arrays with-various Dies 
The gad y Bow, that gilds the gloomy Skies. 
He from his Urn pours forth his Golden Streams, 
and humid Clouds imbibe the glittring Beams. 
day, canſt thou rule the Courſers of the Sun, 
Or laſh the lazy Sign Boores on? 
Doſt thou inſtruct the Eagle how to fly, 
To ſcorn the lower Air, and/tow'r the Sky? 
On ſounding Pinions born he mounts, and ſhrouds 


His proud aſpiring Head among the Clouds. 
[Prey, 

He ſoars in Triumph thro” th' Ethereal way, 

Bears on the Sun, and basks in open Day. 

Does the dread King and Terror of the Wood, 

The Lyon, at thy Hand expect his Food? 

stung with keen Hunger from his Den he comes, 


strong : pounc'd and fierce! he darts upon * 


Ranges the Plains, and o'er the Foreſt roams; 
In ſullen Majeſty he ſtalks away, 
And Tygers tremble while he ſeeks his Prey. 
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Doſt thou with Thunder arm the generous Horſe, 
Add nervous Limbs, or Swiftneſs for the Courſe? 
Fleet as the Wind he ſhoots along the Plain, 
And knows no Check, nor hearsthe curbing Rein, 
His fiery Eye-balls formidably bright 

Dart a fierce Glory, and a dreadful Light. ſound 


Pleas'd with the Clank of Arms and Trumpen 
[ Ground, 


He bounds, and prancing paws the trembling 
He Snuffs the promis'd Battel from afar, "War 
Neighsat the Captains Shouts and Thunder of the 
Rous'd with the noble Din, and Martial Sight, 
He pants with Tumults of ſevere Delight ; 

His ſprightly Blood an even Courſe diſdains, 
Pours from his Heart, and Charges in his Veins. 


He braves the Spear,and mocks the twangingBow, 


Demands the Fight, and ruſhes on the Foe. 
828 | 
THE 
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PRAYER of JEREMY 

PARAPHRAS'D. : 
Prophetically repreſenting the Paſſionate Grief of 


= he Jewiſh People, for the ay of their Town 
and _— | 


des 
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J. 
8 Sun of Juſtice! Sovereign God moſt high! 
In Libra fix thy Bench of 9 
And weigh our Cauſe 
Look down on Earth, nay look as low again, 


As we re inferior to the worſt of Men; 
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We Wretched, once, like thy Archangels, Bright, 0 
Are caſt down headlong with diminiſh'd Light. 0 
So Meteork fall, and as they Jowhwards fly, 
Leave a long Train of leſs ning Light, and die. 
Then let that other ſmoother'F ace of thine, 
The Sun of Mercy, take its torn and thine. 

If not alone, at leaſt to mix Allays, 

And ſtreak thy Juſtice with alternate Rays, 

To ſce and pity our Diſtreſs; for oi 

As thou'rt exalted, our Condition's low. 

; II. 

Houſes, Eſtates, our Temple and our Town, 


Which Heav'n and Birthright long had made out 
[ own, 
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To barb'rous Nations now are fall'n a Prey, 

And we from all we love, are torn away. 

Thus early Orphans whilſt our Fathers live, 

We know no Comfort, they no Comfort give: 
Our 


, 
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Our Mothers are but Widows under Chains uy 
Of Wedlock, and of all their Nuptial Gains, 5 
None of the Mother but the Pangs remains. 
Famiſh'd with Want, we Wilds and Deſarts ttead, 
And fainting, wander for our needful Bread. 
Where Wolves and Tygers round in Ambuſh lies 
And Hoſts with naked Swords ſtand threatning by. 
But Keener Hunger, more a Beaſt of Prey, { 


More ſharp than theſe, more ravenous than they 
[our bitter Way 


Thro? Swords, and Wolves, and Tygers, 
| V. . 

The Fowls, and Beaſts, and ev'ry Sy/ven Kind, 

Down to the meaneſt Inſects Heav'n deſign'd, 

To be the Slaves of Man, were always free 

Of Waters, Woods, and common Air; but we, 

We Slaves, and Beaſts, and more than Inſects vile, 

That half- born wanton on the Banks of Mile, 
Are 


breaks 
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Are glad to buy the Leavings they can ſpare 
Of Waters, Woods, and the more common Air, 
| VI. 
| WithLoads of Chains our Foes purſue theirStroke, 
And lug our aking Necks beneath their Yoke: 


No Intermiſſion gives the Weary Breath, 
But endleſs Drudging drags us on to Death. 
Our Cries aſcend, and like a Trumpet blow, 


All Egypt and Mhria hear our Woe: 


Here, Nights we labour; there, whole Days we 
| [{weat, 


And barely earn the heartleſs Bread we eat. 
1 


Our old Fore-Fathers ſinn'd, kid are no more, 
They pawn'd their Children todefray their Score. 


Thrice happy they! by Death from Suffering freed, 
But all our Fathers Scourges laſh their Seed. 


Vengeance, at which great Zion's Entrails ſhakes, 


Shoots thro? the inmoſt of the Soul, and rakes, 
| Where 


f. 


TRANSLATIONS. 113 
Where pride lurks deepeſt, there we feel our Pain, 
Our Slaves are Maſters, and our Menials reign. 
Whilſt we unreſcu'd ſend our Cries around, 
To ſeek Relief, but no Relief is found. 
VII, 

Look on our Cheeks, and in each Furrow trace 
Pale Famine, ſtaring in the meagre Face. 
The driving Tempeſt lets its Fury go, 
And pours upon us, in a Burſt of Woe. 
The Signs of conſcious Guilt our Brows impart, | 
Black as our Sin, and harden'd as our Heart. 57 

* 
From Ziou's Mount the humble Matrons cry, 
With mournful Eccho's, Judæs Maids reply, 
Beneath our haughty Foes deſtructive Hands 
Our Great Ones fall; not ſacred Age withſtands 
Their impious Scoffs; our Vouth, in 9 


Compell d, ſubmit to their indecent Crime, 
their Time. 


And Children whelm'd with Labour, fall before 
1 Thus 
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Thus Prince and People, Infancy and Age, 
Promiſcuous, Objects of an impious Ra ge, 
But ſerve to haunt us whereſoe'er we go, 
With horrid Scenes of Univerſal Woe. 
| X. 

Old Men no more in Zion's Council ſir, i 
Nor young in Conſorts of her Muſick meet: 
Such fooliſh Change fond Profligates deviſe, 
The Old turn Singers, and the Young adviſe; - 
Perverted Order to Confuſion runs, PAT oil N 
And all th inverted Muſick ends in Groans; 13 
Zion, thy ancient Glories are decay'd, 

Thy Lawrels wither, and thy Garlands fade; 0 


{ 
Oh Sin! ?tis thou haſt this Deſtruction made. 5 | 
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" * n . s # * „ © , e - 
4 i 140 +4 - | 


*Tis Zion then, tis Zion we deplore, 
For her we grieve, for Zion is no more; 


Our Eyes condole in Tears, and jointly ſmart 


of 


With all the Anguiſh of an aking Heart: ' 


—— 
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Who can refrain; to- ſee the woful Sight; 
All Nations Envy, and the World' Deli ght; 
Now grown a Deſart, where the F oxes range; 
And howling Wolves lamerit the diſmal Change. 
But the firm Footſtool of thy Throne ſhall be 
Tt unſhaken Baſe of fix'd Eternity: 
Great God by thee muſt we forſaken ie 
Or loſt for ever, in Oblivion die: AT 
Turn but to us, O Lord, we'll mend out Ways, 
Ah! once reſtore the Joys of ancient Days; 
Een tho? we ſeem the Outcaſts of thy Care, 
Refuſe of Death, and Gleanings of the War; 
Reſume the Father, and let Sinners know, 
| Thy Mercy's greater than thy People's Woe: 
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Belinda, = me from þ ber Boom 


By Mr. B R 0 OE. 
8 AY, with Off- ſpring of the Mey, 
— 80 ſweetly fair, ſo richly gay; 
Say, where a Flow'r ſo beauteous grow 85 
Or whence thy balmy Odour flows. 
Such, balmy Odour is not found, 
On Indian nor Arabian Ground: 
A Store of ſuch a rich Perfume 
Muſt from Belindd's Boſom come; 


Thence, thence ſuch Sweets are ſpread abroad 


As might be Incenſe for a God. 


But 
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But while; ſweet Gift, thy Glories laſt; 

(Which O! rho? great muſt quickly waſte,) 

Shew, by thy Beauties and Perfumes, 


Shew fair Belinda how ſhe blooms. 
put on thy Charms, thy. faireſt Dreſs, - 
And when they all are on, confeſs 8 

How much they all than hers are leſs. 

Then by a ſudden ſwift Decay 1 

Let all thy Beauties fade away, | 
And let her in thy Glaſs deſcry 
How Youth, and how ſoft Beauty die. 


Atid lo! it droops, and fades, and dies, 
And with faint Sweets perfumes the Skies. 

It folds its Leaves, and ſheds its Hue, 4 
Tho? while *twas Yours it charm'd the View $ 
As when it in the Garden grew. 

The fragrant Flow'rs of Eden ſo 

In Paradiſe would only grow; 
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So the ſweet-ſmelling Indian Flow'rs, 
| Griev'd when they leave thoſe happy * 8 | 
Sicken and. Pine away in ours. * 2174 
[ now, as once I did, no more 1:2 
Deride thy Ag yptians, that adore 1 4 
The riſing Herb and blooming Flow'r. 7 


Now, now their Convert I will be, 
O lovely Flow” r, to Worſhip thee. 


But if thou'rt one of their ſad Trains | 
That dy d for Love, and cold Diſdain; 
That, chang d by ſome kind pitying Pow” Ty 
A Lover once, art now a Flow'r; 
O pity me, O weep my Care, 
1 A thouſand, thouſand Pains I bear, 
þ J love, 1 _ thro” ſad Deſpair. | 


o 
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Ovid. Amor. Eleg. 16. Lib. 2. 


To his MISTRESS. 


By Mr. C R O MI E L IL. 
g a bs : 

UL MO's one Third of the Pelinian Land, 
8 Whoſe little Space indulgent Nature fram a 
For all the Pleaſures of a ſweet Retreat; 
And here has bounteous Fortune fix'd my Seat: 
Here o'er the Groundsa pleaſing Verdure ſpreads, 
And the bright Streams enamel all the Meads; 
Here Corn and Wine enrich the fruitful Fields, 
And the kind Soil the luſcious Olive yields: 
Tho' now the raging Dog-Star mounted bigh 


Cleaves the parch'd Earth, and blaſts the ſultry Sky; 
| I 4 Yet 
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Vet ſnady Groves, where a refreſhing Breeze 


In gentle Whiſpers fans the neighbouring Trees 


And Riviets which in various Windings run 


Rebate the fierce Approaches of the Sun. 

Far off is the fair Author of my Flame! 

Vet ardent Love is here, and Love is ſtill the ſame. 
Curs'd be the Man who taught us firſt to Rove, 


If we muſt thus abandon all we Love; 


There's no ſupporting of your Abſence, here, 
Tho? Paradiſe was open'd all the Year; 


I'd ſooner a Cœleſtial Orb forgo, 


Than gain it, by ſo vaſt a Loſs as you: 
Bur with a Miſtreſs? charming Preſence bleſt 


With Pleaſure might the rugged Atps be paſt, þ 
The Lybian Syrtes, and Numidzan Waſte. 


With you Pd truſt my Sails to Southern Wind, 
To S$cy/la's Rock, Charybdis Gulph reſign d 
And caſt all Fear of future Ills behind: 
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If all the bluft ring Winds hot d fell the Seas; 
Nor intervening Gods their Rage appeaſe, 
Since bold Leander brav'd their loud Alarms, 
The Light extin which led to Hero's Arms; 
Wouw'd you thoſe ſhowy Arms around me caſt, 
rd bear them all, and graſp my Treaſure faſt. ' 
Here, tho' luxuriant Vines oppreſs the Land, 
And Rivers ebb and flow, when we command; 
Tho? univerſal Nature ſeems to ſmile, 

Scarce can! think [ view my native Soil: 

Oer S ythian Wilds, and Caucaſus I rove; 

All, without you, maſt Rocks and Deſarts prove. 
Trees can enjoy their Loves; an Elm the Vine, 


Theſe I behold in ſtrict Embraces twine ; * 
[Mine * 


Why then, ye cruel Powers, am I divorc'd from) 
Abſence, you ſwore, ſhou'd ne'er diſturb our Joys, 
By me you ſwore, and by my Stars, your Eyes. 
Light as Autumnal Leaves are Female Vows, 

Shook and diſpers'd with ev'ry Wind that blows! 


- * 
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If in your Heart T have the leaſt Remains, 
Or if my Paſſion may deſerve your Pains, 
Oh haſte away Let your ſwift Chariot move, 
As if twas born upon the Wings of Love; 
Then, as you paſs, let Mountains Homage pay, 


And bow their Tow'ring Heads to our 
ay. 
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Hi 4 deſires to know the wondrous Cauſe 
Why Arethuſa now a Fountain flows. 


ſtood, 
The Streams their Murmurs huſh'd and ſilent 


Whoſe Goddeſs ſtrait appear'd above the Flood; 
And dry'd the Sea-green Treſſes of her Head, 
And told Alphens ancient Love, and ſaid. 

A 
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A Nymph 1 was, and of th' Achaien Train, 

That ne'er drew Bow, nor darted Spear in Vain: 
None bent more eagerly the Toils to ſet, 

Io chaſe the Boar, or pathleſs Woods to beat, A 

And tho? no Toys, no Dreſs I made my Care, Win 

Tho bold; yet was I ſtill reputed Fair. 

Our Female Arts I ſcorn d, preventing Praiſe, 

And ſimple, thought it ev'n a Crime to pleaſe. 


One Day as from Srnmpbalus Wood I came, 
Hot with the Chace, the Sun encreas'd my Flame; 
Unruffled in its Courſe a Flood I ſpy'd, 
So calm, ſo-ſmooth, it ſeatcely ſeem'd to glide; 
So deep, and yet ſo clear, that ev'ry Stone, 
With borrow'd Luſtre, from the bottom ſhone: 
The pendent Banks with hoary Willows crown'd 
Diffus'd a ſweet, refreſhing Shade around. 
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| camez and in the Brink my F oot: I dipp'd #3 7A 
men to the Knee in dimpling Curls 1 flipp'a; . 
| Nor coob'd, upon 4. Bough my Veil I hung: 
And; dn che Bank my airy Garments flung, . 
Into the: bounding/Tyde: I naked lea: 
And as I frisk'd and wanton/d'in the Deep, 
amidſt the bubbling Flood ſurpria d I hear 
A hollow gurgling Noiſe, and firuck wich Fear 
[ hrieWd, and ruſhing made the nearer fide, 
When riſing from his Waves Alpbeus cry'd, | 
0h!-whither 4rerbuſa 4: doſt thou fly? x 
Whither + he ſhouted with an eager Cry. 


Juſt as I was, without my Cloaths I fled; 
(Upon. the other Bank my Cloaths were laid) 
The more did he with raging Paſſion burn, 
Naked he thought me fitter for his Turn. 


Db 
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* the Dove trembling from the Faulcon OR 

As quis fleet Wings th* approaching Falcon gin M. 
So haſten d I, ſo he purſu'd his Prize. 
Thro' the Menalian Groves I ſped my Flight et 
And gain'd with weary. Steps Cyz/enz's Height” 1 
Nor ſwifter he, but of ſuperior Force JI 
To lengthen out the long, laborious Courſo. A 
Yet over ſhaggy Hills with. Brakes o'erſpread; | 
And craggy.Rocks and deſart Wilds I fled. 
Before my Feet I ſaw a monſtrous Shade, 
Unleſs my Fear that frightful Phantom made. 
Howe er his ſounding Steps and puffing Breath; 


"= 


That fann'd my Treſſes, frighted me to Death. 
Spent with the Labour of the Flight, (I ſaid) _ 
I'm caught! Diana oh! thy Huntreſs aid. 
Help in Diſtreſs the Nymph that us d to bear 
Thy Bow, thy Quiver, and thy pointed Spear. 


4 
\ b 
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The Goddeſs heard niy Pray'r, and * 5 
y panting Body in a pitchy Cloud. L duc 


* 
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Here tho I vaniſh'd from Alpheus ſights 

Yet ſtill impatient, to purſue. the Flicht, 
Twice, he ſuryeys the Cloud with ſearching Eyes 
And Ar e Arethuſa! cries. 


To me ot Strength! what Life did ſpit re- 
No more, than to the Lamb, that bears with Pain 


The howling Wolf around th? Encloſure rove, : 


Yet from its helpleſs Mother dares not move. | 3 
Nor went he on, but kept the Cloud and Place; 4 
For he my Footſteps cou'd no further trace. j 


Oer all my Limbs an oozing Sweat appears, 8 
My weeping Eyes pour out a Flow of Tears. 

Big azure Drops my dewy Hairs diſtil, 

From every Pore deſcends a trickling Rill. 

My 


Dr 
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3 My'whole diffolving Body liquid | grows, 
And where I mowd my Foot a Current flows. 
Nay, ſooner than I now the Change relate, 
Pm alk afloat, Vet conſcious of my Fate, 
The River:God diſſolwd his F orm Divine, * 
And reaſſumꝰ & his Streams to mix with mine. 
Diana cleft the Ground. Through winding Caves 
, Long time | firay'd unmix'd with, Briny Waves. 
At At len gtb, to kind Orgie 8 Shore convey'd , 
In filver Streams I rear'd my watry Head. 
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Rege fab hoc Pomona * &c. 
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HE fair Pomona flouriſh'd in his Reign; 
Ol all the Virgins of the Sylvan Train, 
None taught the Trees a nobler Race to bear, 


Or more improv'd the Vegetable Care. 


To her the ſhady Grove, the flow'ry my wy” 
yield 
The Streams and Fountains, no Delights" cou 4 


K Twas 
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\ "Twas all her Joy the ripening Fruits to tend, 
Aud view the Boughs with happy Burthens bend. 
No Dart ſhe wielded, but a Hook did bear, 
To lop the Growth of the luxuriant Year, 
Ta deeent Form che lawleſs Shuots to bring, 
And teach th* obedient Branches where to ſpring. 
| Now. the ddeft Rind inſerted Graff receives, 
| And yields an Off-pring more than Nature gives; ; 
Now ſliding Streams the thirſty Plants renew, 
And feed their F ibres with reviving s Dew. 


-- Theſe Cares alone oe Vi Breaſt imploy. 

Averſe from Venus and the Nuptial Joy; 
 Herprivate Orehards wall'd on evry ſide, 

To lawleſs Sylyansal' Acceſs deny'd. | 

How oft che Juryrr and the wanton Faune, 

Who haunt the Foreſts or frequent the Lawns, 

The God whoſe Enſign ſcares the Birds of Prey, 

And old Silenus, youthful i in Decay, 
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Imploy'd their Wiles and unavailing Care, 
To peſs the Fences, and ſurprize the Fair -) | 
But moſt — did his Love profeſs, 
With greater Paſſion, but with like Succeſs; | 
To gain her Sight, a thoufand Forms he wears, 
And firſt a Reaper from the Field appears, 
Sweating be walks, while Loads of golden Grain 
O'ercharge the Shoulders of the ſeeming Swain, 
Oft o'er; his Back a crooked Scythe is laid, 
And Wreaths of Hay his Sun-burnt Temples ſhade: 
Oft in his harden'd Hand a Goad he bears, 
Like one who late unyok d the ſweating Steers. 
Sometimes his Pruning-hook corrects the Vines, | 
And the looſe Straglers to their Ranks confines. 
Now gath ring what the bounteous Year allows, 
He pulls ripe Apples from the bending Boughs, 
A Soldier now, he with his Sword appears; 
A Fiſher next, his trembling Angle bears. 

K 2 Each 
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Each Shape he varies, and each Art he tries, [ 
On her bright Charms to feaſt his longing Eyes, 


e e 


With all the Marks of rewrend Age appears, 
His Temples thinly ſpread with ſilver Hairs 
Prop'd on his Staff, and ſtooping as he goes, 
A painted Mitre ſhades his furrow'd Brows. 
The God, in this decrepit Form array d, 
g 


A Female Form at laſt Vertumnus wears, 


The Gardens enter'd, and the Fruits ſurvey 
And happy You! (he thus addreſs'd the Maid) 
Whoſe Charms as far all other Nymphs out-ſhine, 
Hs other Gardens are excelÞd by thine ! 
Then kiſs d the Fair; (his Kiſſes warmer grow 
Than ſuch as Women on their Sex beſtow.) 
Then plac'd beſide her on the flow'ry Ground, 
Beheld the Trees with Autumn's Bounty crown'd; 


An 
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An Elm was near, to whoſe Embraces led, 
The curling Vine her ſwelling Cluſters ſpread, ' 
He view'd their twining Branches with Delight, 
And prais'd the Beauty of the pleaſing Sight. 


Yet this tall Elm, but for his Vine (he ſaid) 
Had ſtood neglected and a barren Shade; 
And this fair Vine, but that her Arms ſurround 


Her marry'd Elm, had crept along the Ground. 


Ah beauteous Maid, let this Example move 
Your Mind, averſe from all the Joys of Love. 
Deign to be low d, and ey*ry Heart ſubdue! Fo L 


What Nymph cou'd e'er attract ſuch Crowds as 


Not ſhe whoſe Beauty urg'd the Centaur's Arms, 


Ulyſes Queen, nor Helen's fatal Charms. 
Ev'n now, when ſilent Scorn is all they gain, 
A thouſand court you, tho? they court in vain, 


K 3 A 


Mam _ 


That haunt our Mountains and or _lbas Woods 
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But if you Il proſper, mark what 1 adviſe, © 
Whom Age and Jong Experience render wiſe, . 
And one whoſe tender Care is far above 

All that theſe Lovers ever felt of Love, U 

(Far more than &er can by your ſelf be gueſt) 
Fix on Pertumnus, and reje the reft. 
For his firm Faith I dare ingage my own, 
Scarce to himſelf, himſelf is better known. 
To diſtant Lands Pertumnns never roves; 
Like you, contented with his Native Groves; 
Nor at firſt ſight, like moſt, admires the Fair; | 


For you he lives; and you alone ſhall thare 
His laſt Affection, as his early Care. 
Beſides, heꝰs lovely far above the reſt, 

With Vouth Immortal and with Beauty bed. 


Add, 


* 8 7 NS 
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Add, chat he varies.ev'ry Shape with eaſe,. 
And tries all Forms, that may Pomona pleaſe; - 
But what ſhou'd moſt excite a mutual Fame, 
Your-Rurgl-Cares, and Pleaſures, are the ſame. 
To him your Orchards early Fruits are due, 
(A pleaſing Off ring when tis made by you:) 
He values theſe; but yet (alas) complains, 
That ſtill the beſt and deareſt Gift remains. 4 
Not the fair Fruit that on yon" Branches glos 
With that ripe red th Autumnal Sun beſtows, 
Nor taſtful Herbs that in theſe Gardens ries 
Which the kitd. Soil wich wilky Sep ſupplies; 
You, only you, can move the God's Deſire: 
Oh cron ſo conſtant and ſo pure a Fire! 
Let ſoft Compaſſion touch your gentle Mind; 
Think, tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind! 
80 may no Froſt, when early Buds appear, 
waned the Promiſe of the youthful Year; 
8 K 4 Nor 
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Nor Winds, when firſt yourflorid Orchard blows, 
Shake Wt "oh 4 from their ir blatedBough 


This when the various God had urg'd in vain, 
He ftrait aſſum'd his Native Form again; 
Such, and ſo bright an Aſpect now he bears, 
As when thro' Clouds th? emerging Sun appears, 
And thence exerting his refulgent Ray, 

Diſpels the Darkneſs and reveals the Day. 

Force he prepar'd, but check'd the raſh Deſign; 
For when, appearing in a Form Divine, 

The Nymph ſurvey'd him, and beheld the Grace 
Of eharming Features and a youthful Face, 

A ſudden Paſſion in her Breaſt did move, 

And the warm Maid confeſs'd a mutual Love. 


T 0 
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5 the ſame Hand. 


And all the Writer lives in ew ry Line; _y 


His eaſie Art may happy Nature ſeem, 
Trifles themſelves are Elegant in him. 


I. theſe gay Thoughts the Loyes and Ga 


Sure to charm all was his peculiar Fate, | 
Who without Flatt'ry pleas'd the Fair and Great 
Still with Eſteem no leſs convers'd than read; 
With Wit well-natur'd,and with Books well-bred; 
_ His 
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His Heart, his Miſtreſs end his Friend did ſhare; || 1.c 
His Time, the Mpſe, the Witty, and the 500% 
Thus wiſcly bareleſs, innocently gay, 

Chearful, he play d- he Trifle, Life, away, 
Till Death ſcarce felt did o'er his Pleaſures creep, 
As ſmiling heran f port themſelves to Sleep: 2. 
Ew n Rival Wits did Voitures Fate deplore, 


5 


And the Gay mourn'd who nevermourn'd before; 
The trueſt Hearts for Voiture-heay'd —_—_ 
Voiture was wept by. all the _ _ ; 


„ 


„ 


* The Swiles a and Loves had dy" di n Voiture's ear, 

| But that for ever in n his Lines they breath. 

* "rept 5 = 
Let the ftrict Lie of graver Morals * 

A long, exact, and ſerious comedy, 

In evry Scene ſome Moral let it teach, 

And, if it can, at once both Pleaſe and Preach: 


S 4 
£ Saf 


- | — -L4 
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Let mine, like Vos, a gay Farce appear; 
And more Diverting Thi than Regular, agg 30 
Have Humour, Wit, a native Eaſe and mn 
No matter for che Rules of Time and Place. 
Criticks in Wit, or Life, are hard to Pleaſe, 4 
Few write to thoſe, and none can live to thefe. 

, 351 20% 

Tov much your Sex is by their Forms conti d⸗ 
Severe to all, but moſt to Womankind ; [Guide: 
Cuſtom, grown blind with Age, muſt 9 
Tour Pleafare Is a Vice, but not your Pride; 
By nature yielding, ſtubborn but for Fame; i] 
MadeSlaves by Honour, and made Fools bystiame. 


Marriage may all thoſe petty Tyrpnts chace, 
But ſets up One, a greater, in their Place; | 
Well mi icht you \ wiſh for Chan ge, by thoſe accutſt, 5 


But the laſt Tyrant ever proves the wort. - 


* 


* 


_ . - : * | 
* 
\ * 
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Still in Conſtraint your ſuff ring Sex remains, 
Or bound i in formal, or in real Chains 
Whole Years neglected for ſome Months adord 
The fawning Servant turns a haughty Lord; 

Ah quit not the free 1 of Life! 
For the dull Glory of a virtuous Wife! 
Nor let falſe Shows, or empty Titles . ; 
Aim not at] oy, but reſt content with Eaſe. 


The Gods, to curſe Pamela with * Pray'r rs, 
Gave the gilt Coach and dappled Flanders Mares, 
The ſhining Robes, rich Jewels, Beds of State, 
And to compleat her Bliſs, a F ool for Mate. 

She glares in Balls, Front-boxes, and the Ring, 
A vain, unquiet, glitt'ring, wretched Thing! 
Pride,Pomp,and State but reach her outwardPart, 
She ſighs, and is no Dutcheſs at her Heart, 


* 5 


* 
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But, Madam, if the Fates withſtand, and you 
Are deſtin d Hinems willing Victim too, 

rat not too much your now reſiſtleſs Charms, 

Thoſe, Age or Sickneſs, ſoon or late, diſarms; 

Good Humour only teaches Charms to laſt, 

Still makes new Conqueſts, and maintains the paſt: 

Love, rais' d on Beauty, will like That decay, 

Our Hearts may bear its lender Chain a Day, | 

As flow'ry Bands in Wantonneſs are worn; 


A Morning's Pleaſure, and at Evening torn: 
This binds in Ties more eaſie, yet more ſtrong, 
The willing * and only holds it long. 


Thus * Voiture 8 early Care {till ſhone the ſame, 

And Monthauſier was only chang'd i in Name ; 

By this, ev'n now they live, ev'n now they charm, 

Their Wit ſtill ſparkling and their Flames ſtill 
[warm. 

* Madamoiſelle Paulet. 


Now 


ff 
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Now crown'd with Myrtle, on th* Elan Coaſt, 

| Amidſt thoſe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoki, 
Pleas d while withSmiles his happyLines you vie, 

And finds a fairer Rawboiiller in you. 

The hrighteſt Eyes of France inſpir d his Muſe, I Sc 

Il be brighteſt Eyes of Britain now peruſe, 

Aud dead as lixing; tis our Author's Pride, 


— 
. | . | 
ill to charm thoſe who charm the World beſide 
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TWO 
e DT. Ve WES 


12h WRITTEN 


Some Years ſince in Imitation of the Sj of 
Two Perſons of. Quality. 


% 


=” A _ —— 


. the fon Hand 


On SILENC E. 
N 8 e Coceval with Eternity: 
>. Thou wert e'er Nature firſt hegan to be, 
Twas one n ſlept faſt in thee. 


Thine Was the Sony, « e 'er erkenn was sfom d or 
Fer fruitful Thought conceiv'd Creation $ Birth, 


+7 (forth, 
Or Midwife Jord gave Aid, and Tpoke the Infant 
III. Then 


— — — — — — — 2 
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Then various Elements againſt thee join'd, 
in c one more various Animal EXELL 5 rkind 


And fram'd the clam'rous Race of buſie Human- 


IV. 

The Tongue mov'd gently firſt, and Speech) — 
3 wrangling Science taught itNoiſe and Show 
And wicked Wir aroſe, thy moſt abuſive F oe. 


V. 
But Rebel Wit deſerts thee oft in vain; 
Loſt in the Maze of Words, he turns again, 


Rei 
And ſeeks a ** State, and courts thy gentle er 


VI 
Affieted Senſe ow kindly doſt ſet free, 


Oppreſs- d with Argumental Tyranny, 
| And routed Reafon fu finds a ſafe Rotreat i in thee. 


VII. With 
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VIE 
With thee in private modeſt Dulneſ5 lies, 
And in thy Boſom lurks in Thowght's Diſguiſe ; 
Thou Varniſher of Fools, and Cheat of all the //i/e, 


VIII. 
Yet thy Indulgence is by both confeſt ; 
Folly by thee lies ſleeping in the Breaſt, 
And *tis in thee at laſt that Vi ſdom ſeeks for Reſt. - 


wu 
Silence, the Knave's Repute, the W hore” 's good 
[Name, 


The only Honour of the wiſhing Dame; 


[Fame. 


Thy Ty: want of Tongue makes thee a kind of 


» 


But cow'dſt thou ſeize ſome Tongues that now 
[are free, 


HowChurch and State wou'd be oblig'd to thee? 
ſbe? 2 
At Senate, and at Bar, how welcome wou dſt thou 


L -M Yet 
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Yet Jyrreb, ev'n there, dale withdraw 


Ftom Rights of Subjef#s, and the Poor Mar 5 
Then pompous Silence reigns, and ſtills the hole 


XII. 
Paſt Services of Friends, good Deeds of Foes, 
What Fav'rites pain, and what tho Exchequer 


[owes 


Fly the forgetful World, and! in thy Arms repoſe. 


XIII. 
The Country Wit, Religion of the Town, 
The Courtier's Learning, Policy o'th* Gown, 
Are beſt by thee expreſs'd, and ſhine in thee alone. 


XIV. 
The Parfon's Cant, the Lawyer's Sophiſtry, 
Lord's Quibble, Critick's Jeſt; all end in thee, 
All reſt in Peace at laſt, and ſleep eternally. | 
5 2 


TO | 
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TO THE 


AUTHOR of a Por, 


.INTITLED, 
SUCCESSIO. 


Egone ye Criticks, and reſtrain your Spite, 
B Cogrus writes on, and will for ever write; 
The heavieſt Muſe the ſwifteſt Courſe has gone, 

As Clocks run faſteſt when moſt Lead is on. 
What tho? no Bees around your Cradle flew, ' ! 
Nor on your Lips diſtilP their golden Dey? j 
Yet have we oft diſcover'd in their ſtead, - | 1 
A Swarm of Drones, that bubu d about your H ead. | 
When you, like Orpheus, firike the warbling Lyre, 


Attentive Blocks ſtand round you, and admire. 
L 2 Wit. 
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Wit, paſt thro? thee, no longer is the ſame, 

As Meat digeſted takes a diff rent Name; 
But Senſe muſt ſure thy ſafeſt Plunder be, 

Since no Reprizals can be made on thee. 

Thus thou may'ſt Riſe, and in thy daring Flight 
(Tho' ne'er ſo weighty) reach a wondrous height; 
SO, forc'd from Engines, Lead it ſelf can fly, 
And pondrous Slugs move nimbly thrg? the Sky. 
Sure Bavius copy'd Mævius to the full, 

And Cherilus taught Codrus to be dull; 
Therefore, dear Friend, at my Advice give o'er 
This needleſs Labour, and contend no more, 
To prove a dull Succeſſor to be true, 

Since tis enough we find it ſo in You. 


— 
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To the Memory of 


Mr Fo HN PHILIPS 


To a FRI E N. b. 


By Mr. EDMUND SMITH. 


— —_— S * * ” 1 — 


SIR, 
9 INC E our [fs cently aan res 
The Bard who ſpread her Fame to diſtant 
Since nobler Pens their mournful Lays ſuſpend ; 
My honeſt Zeal, if not my Verſe, commend, 8 
L 3 Yaur 


F orgive the Poet, and approve the Friend. 


- 
= 
2 * err J * CERES. 
r r 1 
— 0 — 2 . _Y 8 « — 
— - — „ * 8 El * pa 


. * 
- " 
* 


150 Miſcellaneous Pok Ms and 


Tour Care had long his fleeting Life reſtrain'd, 
One Table fed you, and one Bed contain'd; 

F or his dear Sake long reſtleſs Nights you bore, „ 
While rat'ling Coughs his heaving Veſſels ore 
Much was his Pain, but your Affliction more. 
Oh! had no Summons from the noiſy Gown 
Call'd thee, unwilling, to the nauſeous Town, 
Thy Love had o'er the dull Diſcaſe prevail'd, 
Thy Mirth had cur'd where baffled Phyſick fail'd; 
But ſince the Will of Heav'n his Fate decreed, 
To thy kind Care my worthleſs Lines ſucceed; 


Fruitleſs our Hopes, tho pious our Eflays, 
Yours to preſerve a F riend, and mine to praiſe. 


Oh} might I paint him in Miltouian Verſe, 
With Strains like thoſe he ſung on G/ofer*s Here ; 
But with the meanec Tribe I'm forc'd to chime, 
And wanting Strenth to riſe, deſcend toRhyme. 

With 
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With other Fire his glorious B/enheim ſhines, 
And all the Battel thunders in his Lines; 
His nervous Verſe great Boileau's Strength tran- 


[ſcends, ' 


And France to Philips, as to Churchill, bends. 


Oh! various Bard, youall our Pow'rs controul, 
You now diſturb, and now divert the Soul: 
Milton and Butler in thy Muſe combine, 
Above the laſt thy manly Beauties ſhine; 
For as I've ſeen when Riyal Wits contend, 
One gayly charge, one gravely wiſe defend ; 
This on quick Turns and Poiats in vain relies, 
This with a Look demure, and Reddy Eyes, : 
With dry Rebukes, or ſneering Praiſe replies. 
So thy grave Lines extort a juſter Smile, 

Reach Butlers Fancy, but ſurpaſs his Style; 
Hie ſpeaks Scarroa's low Phraſe in humble Strains, 


In Thee the ſolemn Air of great Cervantes reigns. 
L 4 W hat 
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What ſoundingL ines his abject Themes expreſs, 8 
What ſhining Words the pompous Shilling dreſs? 
There, there my Cell, immortal made, outvies 
The frailer Piles which o'er its Ruins riſe. 

In her beſt Light the Comick Muſe appears, 
When ſhe, with borrow'd Pride, the Buskin wears. 


So when Nurſe Nokes to act young Ammon tries, 

With ſhambling Legs, long Chin, and fooliſh Eyes; 

With danglingHands he ſtrokes th Imperial Robe, 

h And, with a Cuckold's Air commands the Globe; 
: The pomp and ſound the whole Buffoon diſplay'd, 
And Ammon's Son more Mirth than Gomez made. 


Forgive, dear Shade, the Scene my Folly draws, 
Thy Strains divert the Grief thy Aſhes cauſe: 


When Orpheus ſings he Ghoſts no more complain, 
But, in his lulling Mylick, loſe their Pain; 


55 
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So charm the Sallies of thy Georgick Muſe, 

80 calm our Sorrows, and our Joys infufe; 
Here rural Notes a gentle Mirth inſpire, 

Here lofty Lines the kindling Reader fire, 
Like that fair Tree you praife, the Poem charms, 


Cools like the Fruit, or like the Juice it warms. 


Bleſt Clime, which Vaga's fruitful Streams im- 


Etruria's Envy, and her Cofmo's Love; ; [P T Ove, 


Redſtreak he quaffs beneath the Chianti Vine, 


Gives Tuſcan yearly for thy Scud'more's Wael 


And ev'n his Taſſo would exchange for thine. 


27 
\ 


Riſe, riſe, Ro/tommon, fee the Blenheim Muſe, 


The dull Conftraint of monkiſh Rhyme refuſe ; 
See o'er the Alps his tow'ring Pinions ſoar, 
Where never Engliſh Poet reach'd before: 
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See mighty Caſuuo's Counſeller and Friend, 
By turns on Caſam and the Bard attend; 
Rich in the Coyns and Buſts of ancient Rome, 
In him he brings a nobler Treaſure home; 

In them he views her Gods, and Domes deſign'd, 
Inhim the Soul of Nome, and Virgils mighty Mind: 
To him for Eaſe retires from 'Toils of State, 
Not half ſo proud to govern, as tranſlate. 


Our Spencer, firlt by Piſan Poets taught, 
To us theirTales,theirStyle,andNumbers brought. 
To follow ours now Tuſcan Bards deſcend, 
From Philips borrow, tho? to Spencer lend, 
Like Philips too the Yoke of Rhyme diſdain; 
They firſt on Engliſh Bards impos'd the Chain, 


Firſt by an Exgliſb Bard from Rhyme their Free- 
[dom gain. } 


Tyran- 
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Tyrannick Rhyme, that cramps to equal Chitne, 
The gay, the ſoft, the florid, and ſublime; _ 
Some ſay this Chain the doubtful Senſe decides, 
Confines the Fancy, and the Judgment guides; 
Im ſure in needleſs Bonds it Poets tyes, 


Procruſtes like, the Ax or Wheel applies, 
Tolopthe mangled Senſe, or {tretchit into lize 
At beſt a Crutch that lifts the weak along, 
Supports the feeble, but retards the ſtrong; 
And the chance Thoughts, whengovern'd b the 
cloſe, 


Oft riſe ta Fuſtian, or deſcend to Proſe. - 
Your Judgment, Philipr, rul'd with teddy ſway, 5 


You us'd no curbing Rhyme, the Muſe to ſtay, 
To ſtop her Fury, or direct her Way. 

Thee on the Wing thy uncheck d Vigor bore, 
To wanton freely, or ſecurely ſoar. 


80 the ſiretch'd Cord the Shackle-Dancer tries, 
As prone to fall, as impotent to riſe; | 


uu so gg _n__ 
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When freed he moves, the ſturdy Cable bends, 
He mounts with Pleaſure, and ſecure deſcends; 
Now dropping ſeems to ſtrike the diſtant Ground, 


Now high in Air his quiv'ring Feet rebound. 


Rail on, ye Triflers, who to Will's repair 
For new Lampoons, freſh Cant, or modiſh Air; 
Rail on at Miltons Son, who wiſely bold 

| Rejects new Phraſes, and reſumes the old: 


Thus Chaucer lives in younger Spencer's Strains, 
In Maro's Page reviving Ennius rei gns; 
The ancient Words the Majeſty compleat, 


And make the Poem venerably great: 

So when the Queen in royal Habit's dreſt, 
Old myſtick Emblems grace th Imperial Veſt, 
And in Elixas Robes all Auna ſtands confeſt. 


A haughty Bard to Fame by Volumes rais'd, 
At Dich's, and Batſon's, and thro'Swirhfie/dprais'd, |} 
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Cries out aloud Bold Oxford Bard forbear 
With rugged Numbers to torment my Ear; 

Yet not like thee the heavy Critick ſoars, - 

But paints in Fuſtian, or in turn deplores; 
With: Bunyar's Style profanes heroic Songs, 

To the tenth Page lean Homilies prolongs; 
For far- fetch'd Rhymes makes puzled Angels ſtrain, 
And in low Proſe dull Lucifer complain; 

His envious Muſe by native Dullneſs curſt, 


Damns the beſt Poems, and contrives the worſt, 


Beyond his Praiſe or Blame thy Works prevail, 
Compleat where Dryden and thy Milton fail; 


Great Milton's Wing on lower Themes ſubſides, 


And Dryden oft in Rhyme his Weakneſs hides; 
| Lou ne er with jingling Words deceive the-Ear, 
And yet, on humble Subjects, great appear. 
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Thrice happy Youth whom noble 7/ crowns! 
Whom Blackmore cenfures, and _— as 
So on the tuneful Mergarita's Tongue 
The liſt ning Nymphs; and raviſh'd Heroes al 
But Citts and Fops the Heay'n-bornMuſick blame, 
And baw!, and hiſs, and damn her into Fame; 
Like her ſweet Voice is thy harmonions Song, 
As high, as ſweet, as eaſie, and as ſtrong. l 


Oh! had relenting Heav'n prolong'd his Days, 
The tow'ring Bard had ſung in nobler Lays, 
How the laſt Trumpet wakes the lazy Dead, 
How Saints aloft the Crofs triumphant ſpread; 
Howop'ning Heay'ns their happy Regions ſhow, 
And yawning Gulphs with flaming de 
And Saints rejoyce above, and Sinners how? de⸗ 
Well might he ſing the Day he could not fear, 
And paint the Glories he was ſure to wear. 


Oh 
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Oh beſt of Friends, will neꝰ er the ſilent Urn 
To our juſt Vows the lapleſs Yourh return? . 

Muſt he no more divert the tedious Day? 


Nor ſparkling Thoughtt in antique Words convey? 
No more to harmleſs Irony deſcend, 


To noify Fools a grave Attention lend, 
Nor merry Tales with learn'd Quotations blend? 
No more in falſe pathetick Phraſe complain 
of Delias Wit, her Charms, and her Diſdain?' 
Who now ſhall God-like Auuas Fame diffuſe? ) 
Muſt ſhe, when moſt ſhe merits, want a Muſe? 
Who now our Twy/ten's glorious Fate fhall tell; 
How loyd he livid, and how deplor'd he fell: 
How, while the rroubled Elements around, Vo' 
Earth, Water, Air, the ſtunning Dinn reſound; 
Through Streams of Smoak, and adverſe Eire he 
While ev'ryShott is levell'd at his Sides; laces 


How, 


__ 
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= — 
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How, while the fainting Durch remotely fire, C. 
And the fam'd Exgene's Iron Troops retire, 
In the firſt Front amidſt a ſlaughter'd Pile, 

High on the Mound he dy'd near Great Argyle 


* Whom ſhall I find unbyaſs'd in Diſpute, 
Eager to learn, unwilling to confute? 
To whom the Labours of my Soul diſcloſe, . 
Reveal my Pleaſure, or diſcharge my Woes? 
Oh! in that heav'nly Youth for ever ends 
The Beſt of Sons, of Brothers, and of Friends. 
He ſacred Friendſhip's ſtricteſt Laws obey'd, 
Yet more byConſcience than byF riendſhipſway'd; 
Againſt himſelf his Gratitude maintain'd, 
By Favours paſt, not future Proſpects gain'd L 
Not nicely chuſing, tho' by all deſir'd, 
Tho tearn'd, not vain; and humble, tho admir'd: 


Candid 
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Candid to all, but to himſelf. ſevere,' _ ' . 1 177 


7 


In Humour pliant, as in Life auſtere. - : 1 
A wiſe Content his even Soul ſecur'd, 

By, Want not ſhaken, nor by Wealth allur d. 

To all ſincete, tho? earneſt to commend, 

Could praiſe a Rival, or condemn a F "ey 

To him ald Greece and Rome were fully known. 
Their Tongues, their Spirits, and their styles his 
Pleasꝰd the leaſt ſteps of famous Men to view, 
Our Authors Works, and Lives, and Souls he knew;' 
Paid to the Learn'd and Great the ſame Eſteem, 
The one his Pattern, and the one his Theme: 
With equal Judgment his capacious Mind 
Warm Pialars Rage, and Enclid's 8 
Judicious Phyſick's noble Art to gan 

All Drugs and Plants explor'd, alas in van! 
The Drugs and Plants their drooping Maſter fail'd, 
Nor Goodneſs now, nor Learning ought avail'd; 

--Y M Yet 
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Yet to the Bard his Charch;1/s Soul they gave, 
And made him-ſcornthe Life they could not ſave; 


Elle oould he bear unmov d the fatal Gueſt, 
The Weight that all his fainting Link pp 
The Coughs that ſtrugled from his weary Breaſt? 
Could he unmov'd-approaching Death fuſtain? 

Its ſlow Advances, and its racking Pain? 
Coul& he ſerene his weeping Friends ſurvey, . 
In his laſt Hours his eaſie Wit diſplay, 
— rich Fruit he thats deliciousindecay? | 

ae ee look „ 
Some thy loyd Duſt in Parias Stones 2 


Others immortal Epitaphs deſign; _ . | 
WithWit,andStrength,that only yieldstothine: / 


Even 
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kren I, though flow to touch the painful String, 
Awake from Slumber, and attempt to ſing. 
Thee, Philips, thee deſpairing 2g4 mourns, 
And gentle 1/7s ſoft Complaints returns; 

Dormer laments amidſt the Wars Alarms, | 

And Cecil weeps in beauteous Tufton's Arms: 
Thee on the Po kind Somer ſet deplores, 

And evn that charming Scene his Grief reſtores ! 
He to thy Loſs each mournful Air applies, 
Mindful of thee on huge Taburnus lies, [ 


But moſt at Virgil's Tomb his ſwelling Sorrows 
[rife 


But you, his darling Friends, lament no more; 
Diſplay his Fame, and not his Fate deplore; 
And ler no Tears from erring Pity flow, 
For One that's bleſt above, immortaliz d below; 
4 8228 
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THE, 
D * E A M. 
THE 


Fifth Elegy of the Ti bird Book of 


Ovips AMOURS. 


8 By Mr. CR OM E L L. 


—— — 9 — LA * 


Was in the midſt, and ſilent dead of Night, 
T When heavy Sleep oppreſs'd-my 2280 

This Viſion did my troubled Mind affright. 

To. So-. expos d there ſtood a riſing Ground, 

Which caſt beneath a ſpacious Shade around ; 

A gloomy Grove of ſpreading Oaks below, 

And various Birds were perch'd on ev'ry Bough: 

| Juſt 
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0 


Juſt on the Margin of a Verdant Mead, f 
nn (ſpread: 
Where murmuring Brooks refreſhing Waters 
To ſhun the Heat I ſought this cool Receſs ; 
But in this Shade I felt my Heat no leſs: | | 
When browzing o'er the Flowry Graſs appear'd 
A lovely Cow, the faireſt of the Herd; 
By ſpotleſs White diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt; 
Whiter than Milk from her own Udders preſt, 
Whiter than falling, or, the driven Snow, 
Before deſcending Miſts can make it flow. 

She with a luſty Bull, her happy Mate, 
Delighted, on the tender Herbage ſate; 
There, as he crops the Flowers,and chews the Cud, 
Feaſting a ſecond Time upon his Food, 

His Limbs with ſudden Heavineſs oppreſs'd, - 
He bends his Head, and ſinks to pleaſing Reſt. 

| A noifie Crow, cleaving the liquid Air, 


Thrice withlewd Bill peck d off the Heifer's Hair; 
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The gloſſy White imbib'd a ſpreading Blot, 
But on her Breaſt appear'd a Livid Spot: 

'The Cow roſe ſlowly from her Conſort's Side, 
But when afar the grazing Bull ſhe ſpy'd, | 
Frisk'd to the Herd with an impetuous haſte, 
And pleas'd, in new luxuriant Soil, her Taſte. 
Oh learn d Diviner! 

What may this viſionary Dream portend, 

If Dreams in any future Truth can end. 

The Prophet nicely weighs what I relate; 

And thus denounces in the Vaice of Fate: 


That Heat you try'd to ſhyn.i'th* ſhady Grove, 
But ſnunn d in vain, was the fierce Heat of Love: 
The Cow denotes the Nymph, your only Care; 
For White's th' expreflive Image of the Fair; 
And you the Bull abandon'd to Deſpair - 
The pecking Crow, ſame buſie Bawyd implies, 
Wha with baſe Arts will ſoon ſeduce your Prize. 


Dr 
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| You ſaw the Cow to freſher Paſtures range : 
So will your Nymph for Richer Lovers change: 
As mixing with the Herd, you ſaw her re; 
So will the Fair purſue promiſcuous Love: 
Soon will you find a foul Inceſtuous Blot, 
As on the Cow. you view'd the Livid Spot. 


At this my Blood retir'd, with diſmal Fright, 
And left me pale as Death; my fainting Sight 
Was quite o'ercaſt in dusky Shades of Night. 


ON 
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Miſcellany of Porms || 


To BERNARD LINTOTT. 


Ipſa varietate tertamus flies ut alia ahiis u 
8 fortaſſe omnibus placeant. Plin. 55 


8 when ſome Skilful Cook, to pleaſe each 


* Would! in one Mixture comprehend ar ea 
With due Proportion and judicious Care 

He fills his Diſh with diffrent ſorts of F are, 
Fiſhes and Fowl deliciouſly unite, 

Jo feaſt at once the Taſte, the Smell, and Sight. 


So, Bernard, muſt a Miſcellany be 
Compounded of all kinds of Poetry ; 
The Muſes Oe, which all Taſtes may fit, 
And treat each Reader with his darling Wit. 
Wouldſt 


+ TRANSLATIONS. 169 
Wouldſt thou for Miſcellanies raiſe thy kame; 
And bravely rival Jacub's mighty Name, 

Let all the Muſes in the Piece conſpire, 

The Lyrick Bard muſt ſtrike th? harmonious Lyre; 

Heroick Strains muſt here and there be found ; 
And Nervous Senſe be ſung in Lofty Sound; 

Let Elegy in moving Numbers flow, 8 

And fill ſome Pages with melodious Woe; : 

Let not your am rous Songs too num'rous prove, 


Nor glut thy Reader with abundant Love; 14 
Satyr muſt interfere, whoſe pointed Rage : 
May laſh the Madneſs of a vicious Age; 
Satyr, the Muſe that never fails to hit, 
For if there's Scandal, to be ſure there's Wit. 
Tire not our Patience with Pindarick Lays, 

| Thoſe ſwell the Piece, but very rarely pleaſe: 
Let ſhort-breath'd Epigram its Force confine, 


And ftrike at Follies in a ſingle Line. 


Tran- 
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Tranſlations ſhould throughout the Work befown) 


And Homer's Godlike Muſe be made our own; 


Horace in uſeful Numbers ſunould be Sung, 
And Virgils Thoughts adorn the Britiſb Tongue; 
Let Ovid tell Corinne's hard Diſdan, 
And at her Door in melting Notes complain: 
His tender Accents pitying Virgins move, 
And charm the liſt ning Ear with Tales of Love. 
Let every Claſſick in the Volume ſhine, 
And each contribute to thy great Deſign: 
Through various Subjects let the Reader range, 
And raiſe his Fancy with a grateful Change ; 
Variety's the Source of Joy below, 

From whence ſtill freſh reyolving Pleaſures flow. 
In Books and Love, the Mind one End purſues, 


And only Change th'expiring Flame renews. 


'y > IS 


Where Buckingham will condeſcend to give, 
That honour'd Piece to diſtant Times mutt live; 
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When NobleSheffietdfirikes the trembling Strings” 
The little Loves rejoyce, and clap their Wings, 
Auucreon lives, they cry, th* harmonious Swain- 
Retynes the Lyre, and tries his wonted Sram 
Tis He - our loſt Anacreon lives again. 
But when th illuſtrious Poet ſoars above 
The ſportive Revels of the God of Love, 
Like Marg's Muſe he takes a loftier flight, 
And towres beyond the wond'ring Cupid's Sight. 


If thou wouldſt have thy Volume ſtand the Teſt, 
And of all others be reputed Beſt, 
Let Congreve teach the liſt ning Groves to mourn, 
As when he wept o'er fair Paſtara's Urn. 


Let Priors Muſe with ſoft®ning Accents move, 
Soft as the Strains of conſtant Emmas Love: 


Or 
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Or let his Fancy chuſe ſome Jovial Theme, 
As when he told Hans Carvel's jealous Dream; 


Prior th admiring Reader entertains, 
With Chaucer Humour, and with Spencer” s Strains. 


Waller in Granville lives; when Mira ſings 
With Waller'sHand he ſtrikes the ſoundingstrings, 


With ſprightly Turns his noble Genius ſhines, 
And manly Senſe adorns his eaſie Lines. 


On Addi ſon's ſweet Lays Attention waits, 
And Silence guards the Place while he repeats , 
His Muſe alike on ev'ry Subject charms, 
Whether ſhe paints the God of Love, or Arms: 
In Him, Pathetick Ovid ſings again, * 
And Homers Iliad ſhines in his Campaign. 


Whenever Garth ſhall raiſe his ſprightly Song, 
Senſe flows in eaſie Numbers from his Tongue; 
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Great Phebus in his eee mn T 
Alike 1n PE as in pic 


8 E Ie: 
oe £1 - Croves, 
When Pope's ai Muſe with pleaſure 
[ Groves, 


Amidit the Plains, the murm'ring Streams, and 
Attentive Eccho pleas'd to hear his Songs, 
Thro- the glad Shade each warbling Note prolongs; 
His various Numbers charm our raviſh'd Ears, 
His ſteady Judgment far out-ſhoots his Years, 
And early in the Youth the God appears. 


From theſe ſucceſsful Bards collect thy Strains, 
And Praiſe with Profit ſhall reward thy Pains: 
Then,whileCalves-leatherBinding bears theSway, 
And Sheep-skin to its ſleeker gloſs gives way; 

| While neat old Elæevir is reckon'd better 


Than Pirate Hills brown Sheets, and ſcurvy 
Letter; 


While 
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While Print Admirets careful Aulus chuſe 
Before John Morphew, or the weekly News: 
So long ſhall live thy Praiſe in Books of Fame, 
And Tunſon 10 to Lintorts Name. 


Vunsrs e 2 * W prefied n to 
Mr. Lintott's Ms iſeellany. 


OME Colineus praiſe, ſome Bleaw 
Others account them but ſo, ſo; 

Some Srephens to the reſt prefer, 
And ſome eſteem old Elzevir : 
Others with Aut would beſot us; 
1 for my part, admire Linrottuc. 
Thoſe printed unknown Tongues, tis ſaid, 
Which ſome can't conſtrue, moſt can't read: 


What Lintorr offers to your Hand, 
Even R—— may underſtand: 


| They 
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They Print their Names in Letters ſmall, 

But LINTOTT ſands in Capital; 

Author and he with equal Grace ; 
appear, and flare you in the Face. 

Oft in an A/dus org a Plants, 

A Page i is blotted, or Leaf wanting; a 

Of Lintott's Books this can't be ſaid, 

All fair, and not ſo much as read. 

Their Books are uſeful but to f Fπ,, - - 

A Scholar, or 2 Wit or two: 

Lintott's for general Uſe are fit, 

For ſome Folks read, but all Folks St. 
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O ſmooth and clear the Fountain wass 
5 In which his Face Narciſſur ſpy d.,. 
When gazing in that liquid Glaſs 
He for himſelf deſpair'd and dy'd 
Nor, Chloris, can you ſafer ſee 
Your own Perfections here than he. 
The Lark before the Mirror plays, 
Which ſome deceitful Swain has ſet; 
04 


Pleas'd 


wr PRANSLATIONS. 
Pleas'd with her ſelf ſhe'fondly ſtays 
To die deluded in che Net: 
Love may. ſuch F e „ | 
Your ſelf the PE and the 8nare. 


1 I 2c Satt e 
But, LR you there review ©; | 
Thoſe Graces opꝰ'ning in their Bloom, 


Think how Diſeaſe and Age purſue, 
Your riper Glories to conſume: 
Then ſighing you will wiſh your Glaſs 
Cou'd ſhew to Chlrit what the was. 
0 HT 
Let Pride no more give Nature Law, 
But free the Youth your Power enſlaves: 


Her Form, like yours, bright Cynthia ſaw 


Reflected on the Chryſtal Waves, 
Yet priz'd not all her Charms above 


The Pleaſure of Endymion's Love. 


N 
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No longer let your Glaſs ſupply | 
Too juſt an Emblem of your Breaſt; | 
Where oft to my deluded Eye 
Love's Image has appear d impreſt; 
But play'd : ſo lightiy on your Mind, 
It left no laſling Print behinc. 


2 
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—— 
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* 

M r. Robert Trefi fo; 3 
BEING 


Three Tears Old, March 225 175 
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"By Mr. BROOME. 
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Eyes? 
H V, lovely Babe, does ſlumber ſeal your 


See, fair Aurora bluſhes in the Skies! 
The Sun, which gave you Birth, in bright Array 
Begins his Courſe, and uſhers in the Day. 
N: Calmly 
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Calmly Serene and Glorious to the View | 
He marches forth, and ſtrives to look like you. 


9 A C » [Span, 
Fair Fam 8 Bud! 158 Time fhallftretch thy 


Confirm thy Charms, and ripen thee to Man, 
How ſhall each Swain, each beauteous Nye 

For Love each Nywph, for Envy ev'ry Swain. 
What matchleſs Charms ſhall thy full Noon adorn, 


When ſo admir'd, ſo glorious is thy Morn? 


That all to thee with Admiration run, 
Turn Perſians, and adore the riſin ing Sun. 
So Fair thou art, that if great Cupid be 
A Child, as Poets ſay, ſure thou art he. 
Fai air Ve enus would miſtake thee for her OWN, 
Did not thy Eyes proclaim thee not her Son. 
There all the Lighinjngs of thy Mother's vn 


So glorious is thy Morn of Life begun, 


Their radiant Glory and their Sweetneſs join, 


[ thine 


To ſhew their fatal Pow r, and all their Charms, in 
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If fond Narciſſus i in the Chryſtal Flood, 150 
A Form Ube thine, O lovely Infant} view; | 
Well wight the Flames the pining Youth ceſiroys 


Exceſs of _ n the =_ 
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HLOE, a e in her 8 
C The vaineſt fickleft Thing alive; 
Behold the ſtrange Effects of Time! 
Marries and doats at forty five. 


Thus Weathercocks, who for a while 
Have turn'd about with every Blaſt. 
Grown old and deſtitute of Oil, 


Ru to a Point, and fix at laſt. | 
4 N 3 | | Char - 
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har. alu Percivall 0 2 


a7 y 4230 1 


He * nondum ſonuit n 
Nec puer nigras tepefecit undas, 
Acer ad notos calamus labores 
| Sponte recurrit. 
Quid priùs noſtris potiùſve chartis 
Illinam? Cuinam vigil ante noctem 
Sole depulſam redeunte Scriptor 
Mitto ſalutem? 
Tu meis chartis, bone Perci valle, 
Unice dignus; tibi pectus implet 
Non minor noſtro novitatis ardor; 
Tu quoque Scriptor. 
Detulit rumor (mihi multa defert 
Rumor) in ſylvis modo te dediſſe 


AZAD Furibus 
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Percivallus Charletto ſuo. 


Q 


Quum ſacras primum ſubit aut relinquit 
Iſidis arces, 


Ualis ambabus capiendus ulnis 


Limen attingit tibi gratus hoſpes, 


Qualis exultat tibi pars mamillæ 
Leva, quùm cantu propriore ſtrident 
Miſſiles, & jam moneant adeſſe | 
Cornua, chartas, 
Tale per noſtrum jecur & medullas 
Gaudium fluxit, ſimul ac recluſis 
Vinculis vidi bend litterati . 
Nomen amici, 1 4 f 
Obvios fures, uti fama verax 
Rettulit, ſenſi pavidus tremenſque ; 
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FLY 


Furibus * mediumque belli im- 
W pune ſtetifle. 


Saucius 1 num vivit adhuc Caballus 

Anne? lerneis/potiora Garzis, i 

An, tua vita Tibi charioraj, 
Scripta ſuperſunt? 


Cui legis noſtras, relegiſque chartas? 


Cui meam laudas generoſitatem? 

Quem meis verbis, mea neſcientem, 
Mane ſalutas? 

Scribe Securus, quid agit Senatus, 

Quid caput ſtertit grave Lambethanuum, 

Quid Comes Guildford, quid habent novorum 

Dawkique Dyerque: | 
Me meus, quondam tus, e popinis 


Jenny jam viſit, lacrimanſque narrat, - 
Dum molit fucos, ſubito peremptum 


Funere Rixon. 
Narrat 


— — , —m— 
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Sed fui, ſumquez-excipias/timordms: 21 |) 1511s 
: Cetera fofpes.: 0 1 OH 
Scire {i ſylvam cupias petiel: | 1150 nM 

Conſciam, & triſtes nemotisitenebras, 

Conſulas lentè tabulas parantem”'! 11s 
| __ «. \'Te duet Colam. rio fl 

Flebilis legi miferanda doQi © 4 1 P - 

Fata pictoris, ſed & hdc iniqua 
Damna conſolor, ſupereſt perempto 

Rixone Wildgooſe. 


Que tamen mitram mulier labantem 


Fulciet? munus vetulæ parentis, 
Anna præſtabit, niſi fors? Ierni 
Hoſpita Cygni. 


Letus accepi celeres vigere 7 
Pricketi plantas, ſimil ambulanti 
Plaudo Sherwtino, pueroque Davos . 
Mitto ſalutem. : 

Jenny, 

: 


1 2 
2 - , 9 1 by - 


186 Miſcellaneous POE MS and 
Narrat (avertat Deus inquit omen) 
Hoſpitem notæ periiſſe Mitræ; 

Narrat immerſam prope limen urbis 

Flumine cymbam. 


Narrat at portis meus Hinton aſtat, 

Nuncius Pricket'redit, avocat me 

Sherwin, & ſcribendæ aliò requirunt 
Mille tabelle. 
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Jenny, poſt Hinton, comitum tuorum 
Primus, ante omnes mihi gratulandus, 
Qui tibi totus vacat, & vacabit, } - J 
Nec vetat Oxor. | 
1155 ego luſi properante mus, 
Lesbiz vatis numeros ſecutus, 
Si novi quid kit, melids docebit. a 
| Sermo pedeſtris. 
P. S. 


Cenitant mecum Comites Terne, 
Multa Jui de te memorant culutlos 


I 28 & pulli, vice Iiterarum, | 


Crus ribin mittunt. 


= 


re 
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COMPLAINT 


JW CELIA 1 to ae. 
a IN| 


Which ſome Line. of Romo; 
Alexias ave thitated. 


4® * 


By 2 BROOME. _ 


Who was once the Glory of the Plain, No 
I The faireſt Virgin of the Virgin Train; 0 
Am now (by thee, 0 Faithleſs Man! betrayd) 
A fal'n, a loſt, a miſerable Maid. 
ve Winds, that witneſs to my ſad Deſpair, 
Receive my Sighs, and waft them thro' the Air, 


— breath them i to my Damon's Ear! 
Curs'd, 
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Curs'd, ever cure he that unlucky Day, 
When treinbling at my Feet the Charmer lay, 
When with-ſoft'Sighs he ile my Heart aN 
Ye heedleſs Virgins; gaze nat on his Eyes: 
Lovely they ate, but ſne that gazes dies. 
Ye Arcadiay Nymph that find him as he ſtrays, 
Hy from his Voice, nor credit what he ſays; 
Charms has his Voice, but charming he betrays 
At every Word, each motion of his Eye, 
A thouſandLoves areborn,aThouſand Loversdie, 
Say, gentle Youths, ye bleſt Arcadian Swains, y 
Inhabitants of theſe delightful Plains 8 
Say if with you my Fugitive remain! 3 


Wild with Deſpair, impatient of Delay, 
Swift onthe Wings of Love, Id take the dec: 
I'd then inform you of your Czlia's Cares, 
And try the Eloquence of Female Tears: 


To thee, dear Wanderer, where'er you firay, 


Fearleſs 


a 7 
* x 
* 
%. 


188 Miſctlanwous POE Ms and 
Fearleſs Id paſs where Deſolation reigns, «  * 
And tread the duſty Soil, the deſart Lybian Plains. 
Ot where the South his furious Pinions tries, 
And every Hurricane diſturbs the Skies! - | 
Shou'd all the Monſters that Cetulia bred * bY oe 


Oppoſe the Paſſage of a tendet Maid, ; 
My. Dauon calls, I cannot be afraid! 

Bold was Thaleſtrir, and her Arrows flew 
Swift 1 from the — = «| 


If o'er FR = Caucaſus you go, 

Or Mountains crown'd with everlaſting Snow ; 

Evn there with you I cou'd ſecurely reſt, 

And dare all Cold but in my Damor's Breaſt, 

Or if you ſhou'd to India take your way, 

Where riſing Phæbus uſhers in the Day; 

There, chere, with thee Id dwell; and Cælia's flames 

Shou'd yang Phoebus, and out-ſhine his Beams. 
| Or 
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Or if a Pilgrim you wou'd pay your Vous, 
Where Jordau's Stream in ſoft, Marauder. = 


Il be a Pilgrim, and my Vows I'll pay 0 
Where Jordans Streams in llt — * 
Ae of ee % lin 499 WE 


But Wn theſe ſudden fad preſaging Fears; 
Theſe riſingS1 ghs,and whence theſe flowin * 
Ah! leaſt the Trumpets terrible alarms. | 
Have drawn the Lover from his Cælia * 
To try th doubt ful Field, and ſhine in azure Arms. 


4 
[S 
Or bend the Warrior hs or * hy cools 


Deſiſt, fond Youth, let others Glory gain, 


4% ou 4a 2 6 


And follow Honour o'er the diſtant Main, 
Or ruſh in dreadful Arms impetuous to the Plain. 
Thee, Shepherd, thee the pleaſurable Woods,. 

The painted Meadows, and the Cryſtal F ni 


Claim, and invite thee to their ſweet Abodes. 
There 


2 
_ 


19 Miſcellaneous PORMNS and 
There ſhady Bow'rs,/ and Sylvan Scenes ariſe, - 


There Fountainswarble, and the Springſupplies 
Or Flow'rstopleaſe the Smell or charm theKyes.: 
But mourn ye Sylvan Scenes, and thady Bow'rs, 
Weep all ye Fountains, languiſh all ye F low'rs; 
If ina Deſart Damon but appear; 
To Celia's Eyes a Defartis mere fair = 
an all your Charms when Damon is not there. 

s 1 whatfoft Werds, what ſweet deluſive Wiles 
5 and oirk thoſe dear undoing Smiles! 
Pleas'd with our Nuin to his Arms we run: 
Tobe undone by him, who:wou'd not be undone? 


108 


+1 PPP 6 
> # . : 


But die, O wietched Celia, die! In vain 
Thus to theFields and Floods you tell your Pain; 
Vain is each Tear, and uſeleſs is each Sigh, BY 
And Life a load; forſaken Celia die! t 


20 


Forlorn! 


/ 
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Forlorn! abandon'd | to the Rocks I go, 1 
But they have learn'd new Cruelties of you! | . 
Relenting Echo only with me mourns Y 
And, faint with Grief, ſhe ſcarce my Sighs - g : 
Pity, kid Heay'n, and'right an injur'd Maid ; | $ 


Yet O! yet ſpare the dear Deceiver's Head! 

If ver the Waves he cuts — 82 5 
Be ſtill, ye Waves, and 70 und his Veſſel play! 
And you, ye Winds, confine each ruder Breath, 
Lye Haſh'd in Stlerice;/ and be-calin'as/Death; | 
But if he ſtay detalif®@by adverſe Giles, 

My Sighs fall drive theShip; and fifl the fla e 
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HERNEis a Game, which learn'd with! Care; 
1 Wit and Pleaſure to Ihe Fair; 
Blous up betimes the Sparks of Reaſon, 
And all the Vear this Sport's in Seaſon. 

Young Damſels often it employs 


|. Both Night and Day, yet never cloys. 
Mi plays it briskeſt with a Lover; 


A Husband can't ſo much i improve her, 


5 5 
* 


* a — 


By what I've ſaid to pn thĩs Game; 1] 
t can't be hard to gueſs its Name; | 
At leaſt to underſtand what's meant 


1985 [ 


* 


* 7 


80 ll go on with my Intent, 779 2 
And ſhew how Wit maybe convey * 2TH 
And Senſe infus'd in 8 Maid. 


1 'F. ＋ | 
FOE FF. * 9 


- 


Before young Livy knew this! _ at. 


Lucy was but a ſimple Soul 
To weave Bone-lace, knit, wie, or en, 
Was all, that Lucy then could do. | 
Thus ſhe employ'd her Hands all Day; 
All Night ſhe us'd to ſleep, or pray, 
And dully paſs'd her Hours away. 

Her Head from every Thought was free, 
And-Baby dream'd as oft as ſhe. 


Sorrow or Grief ſhe knew no other, 


But what came from her loving Mother; 
O 2 


* . 
et 


She 


$2 


196: Miſcellaneous PMS and 
She often calbd her ſenſleſs Chi, 
And would ſhe never learn more Mit 7 


The Girl aſham'd, and vex'd to hear 
This Tune Gilkdunn'd into her Ear: 2 
About of all the Neighbours ſoughi, 
Where the beſt it was to be bought. 

All laugh'd; but ſome among them ſent her, 
To find out Father Bauauenture; 

For he, (they ſaid): was furniſh'd well, 
And reaſonably cheap would Tell, 


Lucy with Joy heard what they ſaid, 
But yet wich Fear th Advice obey d 
Much daybring leaſt her Errand ſhou'd 
Diſpleaſe the Reverend Man of God: * 
So muſing with her ſelf ſhe went, 

And argu'd thus on her Intent: 


ill 


Will fach an Holy Mas ar by} 
E'er talk to one fo Wang #3 me? 
I am not fifteen Summers of, 
Sure he muſt think me viry bold. 

at | ff} iI. 
Her modeſt Looks her Charms improve, 


And make her a rich Feaſt for Love. 


At length ſh@ aceoſty th&heavnly Man, 
And in theſe Tefths her Suit bega: 
Moſt Revirthd Father; wil you pl 
To pity a poor Vithia's Ch? 

By all the Neighbours round Tu told, = 
That Wit is by your Reverente fold. 

On that Account I'm hit her come, 

Pray be ſo kind ti afford me ſome. 

Pd gladly have what you can ſpare, 

But hope it is ot very dear : 
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es Miſcellanea PORN. and 
Tho if the Purchaſe comes to more 
| Than the ſmall Sum that Poe in FRA 

- This Ring of miue in Pawn l leave, 
Till I can get what, you, muſt have. 

Then from her Hand ſhe ſtrove in haſte 

I To. pluck the Ring, the Ring ſtack faſt. 


0 l 10 1183 


The Fryar ſaw what pains ſhe took, 
And pitying muchcher honeſt Look, - - 
Told her, he'd hayes her he contented, - | 
He'd furniſh her with. what ſhe, wanted: 
Moſt commonly we. Hell tis true 
But Tl take nothing for t. of you, "PE 
Here come along, be free from fears, 
The Walls have neither Her, nar 3 
ao 417 ihe oe Oe Reaper 


” 


Thus caying to o his Cell he led. 3 
Aud threw her backward on the Bed: 


* a 0 
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With Kiſſes next the Falr One try'd;/ 2irl ni 11130 
The Fair One'turn'd her Head _” 405 
And wondrous innocently cies} 4+ „ 191 bas 
What, is it thus that us grow wie?? 
Yes Thus, and Thus, ſaid he, then preſt 


, aL bud el ty 
With eager Hands her * S RIM 


What and ſo to? Yes ſo, quoth h 17 AT 
Yowll have it all now preſently. BORIS LATE: * 
So holds her faſt in his Embrace, ee 
And Wit inſinuates apace. ee e 
still more Advantages he gains, IL 44 


At laſt the vid. fer * obtains. n 
; AAS LAT . J"\3\\ A 

Lucy was pleas'd, wa laughing ſwore,” N 
She never felt the like before. 5 
The Fryar's was an enn! 1: bail 906 
And much to Charity enclin- d: 
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O4 Sin 
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And gave — 10 u 

And for his Honour ti aver d | 
He quickly. after os by thir al 
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Lucy ara ber tar Face 
That ſhe noni come to 7% $ 1% 
But what if this, Sir, ſbogid not da? - 
Why then we maff bggin ang; 
Some other Medicine muſt be ] .¼). . 
No, this again, the Girl reply'd. : - 
Well, to comply, wath your Requeſt 94 
And ſince you like this Phyſick beſt; 
Leaſt whas. Jon lava, —— to. * 
Take it again beforg q g. * 
She lik d th' Aꝗvice, and try " once more 
The Drug that pleas'd ſo well before; 


\ TRANSLATIONS 2 


Then with a Curt ſy took her ie“. 
And thank d him for the Mit ha ge:: 07 1 
By which ſriniprov'd in Senſe and Grece- 
Incredibly for ſuch x ſpace: 5 bd d 
And going homeward, on her way” 2 0. 
Contriv'd a Lye, t!excaſe her Sta. 
NO TIT MANS SIOEESTY © þ 
Her Couſin Naw difeover ſoon, 
That Lucy more diſcreet was grown; e 
And rightly gueſſing 'ewan't for nought, 
Moſt earneſtly the Reaſon ſonghe. "EY 
The Girl with ſuch Entreaties preſsç d,. 
To Couſin Nan the whole confeſsds dl: 
Told all the Fryar did or ſaid, 
And what a ſtock of Wit he had. 
Then ſays, Dear Couſin, let me crave, 
Pray whence got you the Vit you have? 
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1 Auiſmilanmr POR NTS land 
Why Faith l :to tell: the truth, duoth ſhe, 
| * Brother, Foſeph' gave it mme Db ind bn / 
ow, Ducy\cries,my ee l doidgr 7e 
= where had he it ta Below? ?: 
Or which wayrequld, he, good HOW. Nang Lind 
Give Wit, thatent er himſelf had hn no. 
Tou make me bluſh, lays Nan, 4 _ 
To think how, iguarunt, pon ure. f nino 01 
Believe PP" A 16d 0 
Require not Man aß mary Wiſeitions, b, 
Ast en Maerber, foe can tell, 1301189 odd 
Tour Mother tnaſes this 1 wells; 21% 
That Fools in giving Il ir encel. a0 6. 
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A. ON 
Mrs. BARBIERES | 


Firſt Appearance on the Stag 0 at 
the Rehearſal of Almabide 
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(To Pleaſure now gun Nicolini's Tongue, 
1 In vain he ſtrives to move us with his Song: 
On a F air Hren we have fix'd our Choice, 
And wait with longing Ears for Barbiere Voice. 


When lo the lymph by baſhful Awe betray'd! 
Her faultring Tongue denies her Looks its Aid; 
But ſo much Innocence adorns her Fears, 
And with fuch Grace her Modeſty ſhe wears: 
By her Diſorder all her Charms encreaſe, b Bak 


And had ſhe better Sung; ſhe'ad pleas'd us leſs. 
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Book written by 4 married Man 
 Entituled, The Pleaſures of Mz. 


3 5 


2 trimony. Sent fo the Author. 


An 


vw 


—_— its Weight, 
WV can but ſmile, when thoſe, that feel 


i Take Pains to recommend the Nopria 
muss Ducks decoy'd themſelves their kungen 
b And irive to eafe their ou, by others Fate. 
Thus crafty Reynard, when his Tail was gone, 
Preach'd up th Advantages of Having none. 
But vain theſe Arts, and vain the thin Diſguiſe, 
We ſee the Cheat, and all your Pricks deſpiſe. 
For who that hath the Joys of Freedom known, 
Would chuſe to put the Marriage Fetters on; 
To bind himſelf a Gally-Slave for Life, 


And drag about that galling Load, « Wife. 


=. | 1 


Ons wbile ſhe rants: with ne ven · ceaſmg Vaire; 
Jouels loudeſt. Thunder makena ſmaller Noida: | 
Next Moment the: employs ler: ſbftex' Airs 
And like th Hand drops adenbing ren 


pride, Jealouſie, Revenge have each their ſhare, 


LI 


And all the Eyes of Life FO appear. 


Th' gnmareied Vouth no anxious Cares moleſt, | 


No Sorrows diſcompoſe his peaceful Breaſt ; 


And Pleaſure courts him with Variety. 

With ſparkling Wines he oft revives his Soul, 
And drowns all Trouble in the Cordial Bowl: 
| They finds ſome Nymph who freely yields her 


Heart, 


And ſtrives to eaſt the faithful Lover's Smart; 
Who thinks her Kindneſs Charm enough to move, 


And ſcorns all other Bonds, but thoſe of Love. 


Nor's 


His Heart and Fhoughts are as his Perſon froe, . 
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; Nor's Love ungrateful to the willing Maid 
Debts chat have leaſt of force, are ſureſt paid: 
But when oblig d to kiſs, Men ſoon grow tir d, 


And hate thoſe Pleaſures they before _—_— 


{1 1 "7 1 7 . | ; Eo \ ? 
34 1 2 ; us Uh w 44 C | L. - x Ls 
AAA DA 


THE 


. W. „. 


—— 689 
— T 

Wa HIGE ; | N. 1 110 ; „ 30 * 

{HE Gods EW Poets © fay) 3 Men conceal 

[ ſhall feel. 


"Thoſe boundleſs Pleaſures they when dead 
Elſe tir d with living, they'd uneaſie grow, 
And leave unpeopled all the Realms below. 

So married Men the Bliſs of Nuptial Bed 
Conceal from Batchelors, leaſt all ſnould wed. 
Like 


0 


Wil BANSLAT roi 20M 
Like envious Miſers, whilſt themſelves have ſtore, 


. 6 * T 
They much rejoice at ſeeing others poor. 


dur I, frpm ſuch jgnoble Paſhots geg, ( V 
Grow happier by my Friend's Felicity: 

And therefore labour to convince Mankind 
What, Heav ny Raptures we in and. 
Take my Advice, forlake thy ſingle Life, 

And taſte all Pleaſures 1 in a loving, fate 

1 200 5 2941 ee 

Believe me, L intend no baſe Do. | / 4 


1307 399716 Dt Abo c3 wort dio 

My only Aim 5 to make your Joys complet: 
770 Hennes 

But if f you're yet any our own Countel ; bent, 

Sow {eter 04 2281 21 5 . 


Live Na; be full 4 Fool, and late 9 5 
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Kitt Ovid here reveals the various Ar, 
Both how to Poliſh, 1 and direct aber 


Let meer Beauties! by his Rules improve, 
And read theſe Lines to gain Succeſs i in Love: 
But Heavn alone, chat multiplies our Race, 
Has Power tincreaſe the Conqueſts of your Face. 
The Spring, before he Paints the riſing Flow'rs, 
Receives mildBeams,and ſoft deſcending Showrs; 
But Love blooms ever freftibeneath your Charms, 

Tho? neither Pity weeps, nor Kindneſs warms. 
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The Chiefs who doubt Succeſs,afſert their Claini 
By Stratagems, and poorly ſteal a Name: : 
The generqus * Son of Fove in open Fight 
Made bleeding 4 iftory proclaim his Might: 

Like him reſiſtleſs, when you take the Field 

Love ſounds the Signal, and the World muſt yield. 


* Alexander, . 


— per Ignes, 
Et  glhdios Jy im. Neque ad hoc tamen ignibus ullis, 


Aut gladis opus eff; opus eft mihi Crine — 
| Ovid. Met. Lib. 8, 


E ſage Carteſi TP who profeſs 


Our ſelves ſworn Foes to Emptineſs, 
Aſſert that Souls a Tip- toe ſtand 

On what we call the Pineal Gland . 

As Weather-cocks on Spires are plac'd, 


To turn the quicker with each Blaſt. 


5 


This 
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This granted, can you think it ſtrange - + : 
we all ſhou'd be ſo prone to change; 
Ev'n from the Go-Cart, *till we weer 
A Sattin Cap ith? Elbow Chair? ' 
The F ollies that the Child began, N 
Cuſtom makes Currant in the Man; 
And firm by Livery and Seiſin, 
Holds the F ee-ſimple of his Reaſon. - 


But ſtill the Guſts of Love we find 
Blow ſtrongeſt on a Woman's Mind: 
Nor need I learnedly purſue 1 =D 

The latent Cauſe, th' Effect is true; 


For proof of which, in manner ample, 


: 3 » SY 

_ — . 

l X 8 * 

awd . + » — 


I mean to give you one Example. 
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| 
1 
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Upon a time, for ſo my Nurſe, 
Heav'n reſt her Bones! began Diſcourſe; 
* | | . 
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A lovely Nymph, and juſt Nineteen, 

Began to languiſh with the Spleen. 

She who had ſhone at Balls and Play, 

In Gold Brocard extremely gay, 

All on a ſudden grew preciſe, 
Declaim'd againſt the Growth of Vice, 

A very Prude in half a Year; 

And moſt believ'd the was fincere. 

Necklace of Pearl no more ſhe wears, 

That's ſanctifyd to count her Prayers. 

Venus, and all her naked Loves, 

The Reformado Nymph removes; 

And Magdalen, with Saints and Martyrs, 

Was plac'd in their reſpective Quarters. 


Nor yet content, ſhe cou'd not bear 
The Rankneſs of the publick Air; 
Twas ſo infected with the Vice 

Of luſcious Songs, and Lovers Sighs. 
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80 moſt deyoutly wou'd be gone, | 
And ſtrait profeſs her ſelf a Nun. 


A Youth of Breeding and Addreſs, J 
And call him Thyrſls if you pleaſe, | F l 
Who had ſome Wealth to recompenſe F 
His flender Dividend of Senſe; 

Yet cou'd with little Thotight and Cate 
Write tender things to pleaſe the Fair, 
And then ſucceſſively did grow 

From a Half-wit, a finiſh'd Beau; 
(For Fops thus naturally riſe, 

As Maggots turn to Butterflies.) 

This Spark, as Story tells, before 

Had held with Madam an Amour; 
Which he reſolving to purſue, 

Exactly took the proper Cue; 


Sa 
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And on the Wings of Love he flies epi nfs 
To Lady Abbeſs i in Diſguiſe ; 
And tells her he had brought th? 1 
Of Soul and Body to diſpoſe on. 
Old Sanctity, who nothing fear'd 
In Petticoats without a Beard, 
Fond of a Proſelyte, and F es, 
Admits the Fox among the Geeſe, 


Here Duty, Wealth, and Honour prove, 

Tho? three to one, too weak for Love: 
And to deſcribe the War throughout, i 

Wou'd make a glorious piece no doubt: 

Where Moral Virtues might be lain, 

And riſe, and fight, and fall again : 

Love ſhou'd a bloody Myrtle wear, 

And, like Camilla, fierce and fair, 

The Nun ſhou'd charge. —But I forbear. 


. 
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All human Joys, tho? ſweet i in taſting, 
Are ſeldom (more's the Pity ) laſting: 
The Nymph had Qualms, her Cheeks were pale, 
Which others thought th Effects of Zeal. 
But ſhe, poor ſhe began to doubt, 

(Beſt knowing what ſhe'd been about;) 


The Marriage Earneſt- penny lay 

And burnt her Pocket, as we ſay ; 

She now invokes, to eaſe her Soul, 

The Dagger and the poiſon'd Bowl; 
And, Self-condemn'd for breach of Vow 


To loſe her Life and Honour too, 
Talk'd in as Tragical a Strain, as 
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But as ſhe in her Cell lay ſighing, 
Diſtracted, weeping, drooping, dying, 
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The Fiend, (who never wants Addreſs 1 
To ſuccour Damſels in Diſtreſs) . N 
Appearing, told her he perceiv d. | 


The fatal Cauſe for which ſhe griev'd; 
| But promis'd her ex Cavalier, 

She ſhou'd be freed from all her Fear; 
And with her Thyr/is lead a Life 

Devoid of all Domeſtick Strife, 

If ſhe wou d ſign a certain Scrawl 

Ay, that ſhe wou'd, if that was all. 

She Sign'd, and he ingag'd to do 

Whate'er ſhe pleas'd to ſet him to, 


The Criticks muſt excuſe me now; 
| They both were freed, no matter how: 


| For when we Epic Writers uſe 
Machines, \o.diſengage-the Mule, 


We're 


Were clean acquit'of all Demands, 

The Matter's left in abler Hands; 

And if they cannot loofe the Knot, 

Shou'd we be cenſur'd? I think not. 


For Pomp and Pleaſures who but they, 
Who might do ev'ry thing but pray? 
Madam in her gilt Chariot flaunted, 


The Scene thus alter'd, both were gay, 


And Pug brought ev'ry thing ſhe wanted ; 
A Slave devoted to her Will: 

But Women will be wav'ring fill. 

Ev'n Vice without Variety 


Their ſqueamiſh Appetites will eloy. 
And having ſton from Lady Abbeſs 
One of our merry modern Rabbies, 


She found a Trick ſhe:thought wou'd paſs, 
And prove the Devil but an Aſs. 
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His next Attendance happen'd right 
Amidſt a Moonleſs ſtormy —_. 7 


When Madam and her Spouſe together, 
, Gueſs d at his coming by the Weather. 


He came: To- night, ſays he, I drudge | 
Jo fetch a Heriot for a Judge; „ 
A gouty nine- i'th-hundred Knave: 

But, Madam, do you want your Slave? 

I need not preſently be gone, ps 

Becauſe the Doctors have not done. 

A roſie Vicar and a Quack 

Repuls'd me in my laſt Attack, 


But all in vain, for mine he is ; 
A Fig for both the Faculties! 


The Dame produc'd a ſingle Hair, 
But whence it came I cannot ſwear; _ 


Yet 


TRANS LAT! oONs. 279 
Yet this I will affirm is true, 323 ; 
It curd like any Bottle-Scrue. 

Sir Nic, quoth ſhe, you know us all, 
We Ladies are fantaſtical : 


You ſee this Hair Les, 8 
In preſence of my Husband ſtay, 


1 
po 
4 


And make it ſtrait: or elſe you grant 
Our ſolemn League and Covenant 


Is void in Law. It is, I own it: 


And ſo he ſets to work upon it. 


He tries, not dreaming of a Cheat, 
If wetting wou'd not do the feat: 
And *twas, in truth, a proper Notion; 
But ſtill it kept the Elaſtic Motion. 
Well! more ways may be found than one, 
To kill a Witch that will not drown. 


—_— 
/ 


If I, quoth he, conceive its nature, 
This Hair has Aouriſh'd nigh the Water. 
"Tis criſp'd with Cold, perhaps, and then 
The Fire will make it ftrait again. 
In haſte he to the Fire applies it, 
And turns it round and round, and eyes it. 
Heigh jingo, worſe than *rwas before ! 
The more it warms it twirls the more. 
He ſtamp'd his cloven Foot, and chaf'd; 
The Husband and the Lady laugh'd. 


Howe'er he fancy'd ſure enough 
He ſhou'd not find it Hammer-proof. 
No Cyclops & er at work was warmer, 
At forging Thunder-bolts or Armour, 
Than Satan was: but all in vain; 

Again he beats. Ig curls again! 
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At length he bellow'd in a Rage, 

This Hair will take me up an Age. 
This take an Age, the Husband ſwore, 
L 
More! Take your Bond, quoth Pug; adieu, 


ds Betty has five hundred more. 


Tis Loſs of Time to ply for you. 
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Correfted ſome 2 2 for me. 


T. e'er my humble Muſe melodious ſings, 
'Tis when you animate and tune herStrings 0 


If&er ſhe mounts, tis when youPlume her Wings. 
You, like the Sun, your glorious Beams diſplay, 
Deal to the darkeſt Orb a friendly Ray, 
And cloath it with the Luſtre of the Day. 


| Mean was the Piece, unelegantly wrought, 
The Colours faint, irregular the Draught! 


But 
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But your commanding Touch, your nicer Art, 
Rais'd ev'ry Stroke, and brighten'd ev'ry Part. 
So when Luke drew the Rudiments of Man, 


An Angel finiſh'd what the Saint began; 
His wondrous Pencil dipt in heav- oly Dyes 


GaveBeauty to the Face, andLightning to the Eyes. 


Confus d it lay a rough unpoliſh'd Maſs, 
You gave the Royal Stamp, and made it paſs; 
Hence ev'n Deformity a Beauty grew, 4 1 
She pleas'd, ſhe charmꝰd, but pleas d and charm d by 
Tho' like Prometheus I the Image frame, 
You give the Life, and bring the heav'nly Flame, 
Thus when the Nile diffus'd his watry Train 
In ſtreams of Plenty Oer the fruitful Plain; 
Unſhapen Forms, the Refuſe of the Flood, 
Iſſud imperfe& from the Teeming Mud. 


But 
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But the great Source and Parent of the Day, 
Faſhion'd the Creature, and inform'd the Clay. 


| Weak of her ſelf, my Muſe forbearsher flight, 
| If Views her own lowneſs, and Parnaſſus height; 
| But when you aid her Song, and deign to Nod, 
She ſpreads a bolder Wing, and feels the peter 
So the Cumæan Propheteſs was dumb, | 
Blind to the future, and Events to come. 
But when Apollo in her Breaſt abode, | 
- » She heav'd, the ſwelbd, the felt the ruſhing God 
Then Accents more than mortal from her broke, 
And what the God infpir'd the Prieſteſs ſpoke. 
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DAMON, 
AY while each Sens fp ea appears. 
Why heayes, thy Boſam, and why flow thy 


del how the Cloyds Med odajiferons Show'rs, 
While the ſoft Breaze ſalutes the ſmiling Flow'rs. 


The Flogds ſmenthrflowing charm the raviſh'd 


[CSight; 


The rege, the Flow ata" - > to 
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The I Ws Ro, alinda roves. 


| Clogd' up their Gems) 10 ted inthe w Woods; 


Clos d up their Gems, andficken'd in the Woods 
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„„ 
Bit vin me Pleaſure fuck he Scaſon yields, 
The Bloom of Flow'rs, and Verdure of the Fields! 
Far, Damon, far from theſe unhappy Groves 


2 120 Mb xu 
Ab! _now' know why late, the oP; ning Buds 5 
Why droop'd the Lyn in her ſnowy Pride, 
And why the Roſe withdrew her Sweets, and dy'd: 
For thee, Fair Roſalind, the opening Buds 


For thet the Lily ſhed her nowy Pride, 

F or thee ee e ny 
wer L208 * LORD'S. 

FR where yon Vine i in foft Embraces weaves | 1 


Her, wankon Ritfplersvith the Virtie V Leaves; 
There tun'd ſweet Philomet her ſprightly Lay, 


Bothto the riſiag and-the falling Day. J 
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But ſince fair Noſalind forſook the Plains, 
Sweet Philomel no more, renews. her Strains; 
With Sorrow dumb the diſregards her Lay, 
Nor _ W the 3 55-15 
DHM QLNG 11 GH nit = 
Le er Gale that fan the ſmiling Skies, 
Now grown tempeſtuous by my riſing Sighs: 
2 — ents _ 
How thro? Deſpair unhappy Damon dies! 
ft F LO RV . | 
Ye warbling Fountains, and ye Chryſtal Floods: 
That march to various Lands thro? various Roads; 
Say, when ye find where Roſalind reſides, - 
_— _ encreaſe your flowing Tides. 
DAM ON. | 
WA * * we enjoy the verdant Meads, 
The living Fountains, and the flow'ry Beds; 
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28 Miſtellantous POEM and 
She weaty Wandlers thro” untrodden ways, 
And Ger the Goff ul dreary Defart firays. 

| FLORUVS.' © 

[8 Yet from the Plkiſute bf the vertan Meads, - 
The. living Fountains, and the flow'ry Beds, 
Thro' Defarts and untrodden ways PA ge; g 


* 
1170 


And take with'chee en Pleaſure in my Woe, þ 
Traverſe the drag Soil or everla fing Snow; 
lee 
Ah! why art thow away, while rich Perfumes 
GhiWal che Nir, and While each nde boom 
Ban! hat Happineſs the Country yields ; 
ming Streams, how ſmile the Groves, and 
"PT/ORUVS [laugh the Fields! 
Come, Roſalind! before the Wintry Clouds 
And ſterce Marin: diſembogue their Floods; | 
Beſbre che Cold bemumbs the frozen Plains: 
Your Charms may ſuffer by the Cold or Rains. 
DA 
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DAMON. 2 

Como, Roſalind! O come] ep alan Flow'rs 

Shall bloom, and ſmile, and form their Chang 7 

By you the Lilly ſhall her white compoſe, 

Your Bluſh ſhall add new Bluſhes to the Roſe. 

Each flow'ry Mead, and ev'ry Treg ſpall Bud, 

And fuller Honours cloath the youthful Wood. 
FLO R VS. + 

Yet ah! forbear to urge your homeward Way, 

While Phebas riots in Exceſs of Day ; 

Leaſt while his Beams infeſt the ſulery Alt. 


ws ſhow'd your brighter 3 O Roſalind, 
| 1 limpair. 
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7 Lon use 
HAT, aferal my Art, will youdemand 
Before the whole i is read, the Writer's 
| F nd cou'd you gueſs from whom this Letter came, 
Before you faw it fign'd with S2ppho's Name? 
Don't wonder, fince I'm form'd for Lyrics, why 
The Strain is turn'd to plaintive Elegy ; 


1 mourn my flighted Love; alas! my Lute, 
And ſprightly Odes, wou'd ill with Sorrow ſult. 
I'm 
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Im ſcorch'd;/ I burn, dike Fields of Corn o Fire; 
When Winds to fan the furious Blaze conſpire: 
To flaming ina Phaoms pleasd to roam, 
But — Flame at * LuA 
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No more my Thoughts in et 
Verſe beſt befits a Mind devoid of Woo: 
No more I court the Nymphs F once'careſt, _ 


But Phaon rules unrivabd in my Breaſt. 
Fair is thy Face, thy Vouth is fit for Joy; 


FE 


A fatal Face to me, too cruel Boy)) 
Enſlav d to thoſe enchanting Looks, that wear 
The Bluſh of Bacchus; and Apollo s Air: 
Aſſume the Garb of either God, in Thee 
We ev'ry Grice of either God may ſe: 
vet they confeſsꝰd the power of Female Charms, 
In _— 8 Pan _ Ariadne” 8 Arms; 
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Thod' neither Nyniph was fam'd fot Wit, tomove 
With melting Airs the rigid Soul to Love. 
Io me the Muſe-youckiſafes coleſtial Fire, 

And my ſoft Numbers glow with warm Defire; 
Alceus and my ſelf alike ſhe crown'd, 

For Soſtneſs I, and he for Strength renown'd. 

Beauty, tis true, penurious Fate denies, 

But Wit my want of Beauty well ſupplies: 

My Shape I own is ſhort, but yet my Nawe 

Is far diffus d, and fills.the Voice of Fame. 

If Pm not Fair, young Perſeus did adore 
The ſwarthy Graces of the Royal * Moor:. 
The milk-white Doves with Worth d Mares are 
And the gay! Parrot, to the Turtle skind. 1510 0. 
But if you'll fly from Love's connubial Rites, 
Till one as charming as your felf i invites, ; 
None of our Sex can ever bleſs your Bed; 


Ne'er think of Wooing, for you ne'er can Wed. 
* Andromeda, Vet 
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Yet when yoareatmyVerfe,youlik'dearhLine, 
And ſwore us Numbers were ſo fert as wine ;- 
I ſang (that pleaſing Image Mill is plain, 
Such tender Things we Lovers long retain!) 
And ever when the warbling Notes I rais'd, 
You with fierce Kiſſes ſtiff'd what you prais'd. 
Some winning Grace in evry AR you found? 
But in full Tides of Extaſie were drown'd, 
When murm ring in the melting Joys of Love, 
Round yours my cutting Limbs began to move. 
But now the bright Giciliam Maids adore = 
The Youth, who feem'd fo fond of me before! 
Send back, ſend back my Fagitive, for he 
Will yow to you the Vows he made to me: 
That{mooth deceiving Tongue of his can charm 
The coyeft Ear, the rougheſt Pride difarm. © 


Oh, aid thy Poetefs, great Quven of Love, 
Aufpicious to my growing Paſſion prove! 
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Fortune was cruel to my tender Age, 
And ſtill purſues with unrelenting Rage. 
Of Parents; whilſt a Child, I was bereſt. 
To the wide World an helpleſs Orphan left? 
My Brother in a Strumpet's vile Embrace 
Laviſh'd a large Eſtate, to buy Diſgrace; 
And doom'd to Traffick on the Main is toſs d, 
Winning with Danger what with Shame he loſt; 
And vows Revenge on me, who dar'd to blame 
His Conduct, and was careful of his Fame. 
And then (as if the: Woes I bore beſide 
Were yet too light) my little Daughter dy'd: 
But after all theſe Pangs of Sorrow paſt, 
A worſe came on, for Phaos came at laſt! 


No Gems, nor rich embroider'd Silks I wear, | 


No more in artful Curls I comb my Hair; 


No golden Threads the wavy Locks inwreath, 
Nor Syrian Oils diffuſive Odours breath: © 


, 
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Why ſhow'd: I put ſuch gay Allurements on, 
Now he, the Darling of my Soul, is gone? 
soft is my Breaſt, and keen che killing Dart, 
And he who gave the Wound, deſerves my Heart; 
My Fate is fix d. for ſure the Fates decreed 
That he ſnou d wound, and Sanpho's Boſombleed. 
By the ſmooth Blandiſhments of Verſe betray'd, 
In vain I call my Reaſon to my Aid: 
The Muſe is faithleſs to the Fair at beſt, 

But fatal in a Love- ſick Lady's Breaſt. 


Vet is it ſtrange ſo ſweet a Vouth ſnou d dart 
Flames ſo reſiſtleſs, to a Woman's Heart? 
Him had Aurora ſeen, he ſoon had ſeiz d 
Her Soul, and Cæphalus no more had pleas'd: 
Chaſte Quthia, did ſhe once behold his Charms, 
For, Phaon's wou'd forſake Endymion's Arms: 


Venus 


But that the fears a Rival in his Love. 
| O Fair Perfection Thou nor Youth, nor * 
Fit in the bright Meridian Point for Joy! 
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Venus wou d bear him to her Bow'r above, 


Come, on my panting Breaſt thy Head recline; 
Thy Love | ask not, only-fuffer mine: 
While this L ask (but eck I fear in vin) 

See how my falling Tears the Letter ſtain! 


At leaſt, why won'd you not vouchfafe to ſhew 
A kind Regret, and ſay, My Dear adieu? 
Nor parting Kiſs I gave, nor tender Tear, 
My Ruin flew on Twifter Wings than Fear: 
My Wrongs, too ſafely treaſur'd in my Mind, 
Are all the Pledges Phaon left behind: 
Nor cou'd I make my laft Defire to thee, 


Sometimes to caſt a pitying Thought on me. 


But 
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But Gods! when firſt the killing News I heard, 

| What pale Amauement in my Looks appear dd. 

Awhile &ferwhelm'd with unexpected Wee, 

My Tongue forbore to ſpeak, my Eyes to flow. 

But when 10 Senſe was waken'd to Deſpair, TY 

beat my tender Breaft, and tore my Hair - © 

As a diftraRed Mother weeps fortorn, © 

Wben to the Grave her fondling Babe is born- 

Mean while my crad Brother, for Relief, 

wich Scorn inſults me, and derides my Grief: 

Poor Soul! he cries, I doubt ſhe grows ſincere; 

Her Daughter is returt d to Life f fer. 

Mindleſs o Fame, I to the World reveal 
The Love ſo long I labourꝰd to conceal. 

Thou, thou art Fame, and all the Workl to me, 
All Day I doat, and dream all Night o' chee- 
Tho' Phaon fly to Regions far remote, 

By Sleep his Image to my Bed is brought. 

Around 
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| Around my Neck chy fond Embraces twine, 
| Anon methinks my Arms incirele thin; 

| Then the warm Wiſhes of my Soul I peak, 
Which from my Tongue in dying Murmurs break: 
 Heavosl with thybalmy lars my lar are pre 
And then! Ah then! -I bluſtrto write the reſt. 
Thus in my Dreams the bright Ideas play, 

And gild che glowing Scenes o Fancy gay: 
With Life alone my lingring Love muſt end, 
On thee my Love, my Lite, my All depend. 


en 1 IQ I-43; 


But at the dawning Day my Pleaſures fleet, 
And I toa ſoon pereeive the dear Deceit: 
I In Caves and Groves I {eek to calm my Grief; 
The Caves and Groves afford me no Relief. 0 
Frantick I rove, diſorder d with Deſpair, , | 
And to the Winds unbind my ſcatter d Hair. 
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Land the Slades which to our Joys were kind, 
But my falſe Phuon there no more I find- 
Withhim theCaves were cool, the Grove was green, 
But now his "Abſence withers all the Scene. 
There weeping I the graſſ y Couch gs [ 
Where ſide by {ide we once together bye” 

| fall oYhere thy forſaken Print appears, 

And the kind Turf drinks in my add 
The Birds and Trees to Grief Aſſiſtance bring, 
Theſe drop their Leaves, and They forbear to ſing: 
Poor Philomei of all the Quire, alone 

For mangled 1rys'warbles out her Moan: 
Her Moan for him Trills ſweetly thro? the Grove, 
While S2ppho ſings of illlrequited Love. 


1 
* 


T6 this dear Solitude the Maid! bring 
Their fruitful Urns, to form a filver Spring- 
The Trees that on the ſhady Margin grow 

Are green above, the Banks are green below, 


e V 6. * 
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Here while by Sorrow jull'd aſloep | lay, 
Thus ſaid. the Guardian Nymph, or ſemm d to ſay 

To the Levcagion Rock ip haſte repair: 

High o whoſe hoary Top an awinl Fang 

To P rear'd, ſurveys the ſubiect Main. 
This deſp rate Cure &f old Dewca/ion try d. 
For Love t Fury wrought by Prrehe's Fride; 
Inte the Waves, as hely Beites require, 

Headlong he lep d. and quench d his hepaleſo hire. 

Her frozen Breaſta ſuddan Flame ſabdu d, 
And ſhe bo Had the Youth the Youth pusſy'd. 
Like him, to give hy aaging Paſſion ea, 
Precipitate thy ſelf into the Seas, 


| This gad. hedifappear, | Ia dead wan | 
. Roſe up, and guſbing Trars uabounded an- 
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fly, ye Nymphs, I fly! tho? Fear affail 
The Woman, yet the Lover muſt prevail. 
In Death what Terrors can deſerve my Care? 
The Pangs of Death are gentler than Deſpair. 
Ye Winds, and Cupid Thou, to meet my Fall 
Your downy Pinions ſpread ! my Weight is ſmall. 
Thus reſcud, to the God of Verſe I'll bow, 
Hang up my Lute, and thus inſcribe my Vow. 
To Phoebus grateful Sappho gave this Lute; 
The Gift did both the God and Giver ſuit 


But, Phaon, why ſhou'd I this Toil indure, 
When thy Return wou'd ſoon compleat the Cure? 
Thy Beauty and its balmy Pow'r wou'd be 
A Phebns and Leucadian Rock to me. 

O harder than the Rock to which! go, 
And deafer than the Waves that war below ! 


R Think 


DANS 


242 Miſcellaneous POEMS and 


Think yer, oh think! ſhall future Ages uf 8 

That I to Phaon's Scorn a Victim fell? . 

Or hadſt thou rather ſee this tender Breaſt 

Bruis'd on the Cliff, than cloſe to Phaor's preſt? 

This Breaſt! which fill'd with bright Poetick Fire, 

You made me once believe you did admire: 

O coud it now ſupply me with Addreſs _ 

To plead. my Cauſe, and court thee with Succeſs! | 

But mighty Woes my Genius quite controul, 

And damp the riſing Vigour of my Soul: 

No more, ye Lesbian Nymphs, deſire a Song, 

Mute is my Voice, my Lute is all unſtrung. 

My—Phaon's fled, who made my Fancy ſhine, 

(Ah! yet I ſcarce forbear to call him - mine.) 

Phaon is fled! but bring the Youth again, 

Inſpiring Ardors will revive my Vein. 

But why, alas! this unavailing Pray'r? 

Vain are my Vows, and fleet with common Air: 
My 


* 
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MyVows the Winds diſperſe, and make their ſport, 
But will not waft him to the Lesbian Port. 
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Yet if you purpoſe to return, *tis wrong 
To let your Miſtreſs languiſh here ſo long. 
Venus for your fair Voyage will compoſe 
The Sea, for from the Sea the Goddeſs roſe : 
Cupid, aſſiſted with Propitious Gales, 

Will hand the Rudder, and direct the Sails. 
But if from Sappho you perſiſt to fly, 
She thinks you ſcarce can give a Reaſon why. 
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Show r 83 
* W A 8 when the Fields imbibe the Vernal 


And Venus paints her Month wide d 
When l, diffuſing genial Warmth around, 
Unbinds the frozen Boſome of the Ground. 
When gentle Zephyr with refreſhing Breath 
Reviv'd each Grain that in the Womb of Earth 
All Winter ſlept; and th all-enlivening Sun, 
Thro” the bright Ram had half his Progreſs run, 


When Birds on ev'ry Bough renew their Songs, 


And Philomel her Evening Note prolon gs. 
Then Nature ſmiles ; then Devorees | ingage, 
Thro? the wide World to roam on Pilgrimage. 
From every Shire the pious Ramblers ſtray, 
But moſt to Canterbury bend their way. 
There at the * Martyrs Shrine a Cure they find, 
For each ſick Body, and each love- ſick Mind. 

* Thomas Becket, 3 It 
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n ſo befel, that Seaſon,. on a Day, 
In Southwark at the Talbot-Inn ] lay, 
Reſolv'd with Zeal my Journey to begin; 
With no ſmall Offering to St. Thomes” Shrine. 
For Priaſte with empty Thanks are never ſhamm'd; 
The Rich buy Heaven, and ragged Rogues 
: damn d 
Full nine and twenty more, a jovial Crew, 
(Mine Hoſ was raviſſi d at a Sight ſo new) 
That Night, by fair Adventure ſought our Inn; 
All Pilgrims; fixt upon the ſame Deſign. 
When moſt witch care had ſeen their - 
Happy were they who got a eleanby Bed. 
With each I talk d, and each by. Name couldcall, 
So quickly grew familiar with em all. 
There we reſolv d with ſpeed to make our way, 
And all ſet forward at the Break of Day. 


But 
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But hold a while ; *rwere requiſite you knew, 

Ere I proceed, each Pilgrim of the Crew. 
[1 here relate their Characters, their Age, 
Deſcribe their Perſons, and their Equipage, 
Their Sex, and what condition they were in; 

This Rule obſerv'd, I with the Knight begin. 


The Knight. 


A Knight there was, whoſe early Vouth had ſhown 
His Love to Arms, and Paffion for Renown. 
Courteous, and affable ; of Honour nice; 

A Friend to Truth, a Foe to every Vice. 
In many brave Engagements had he been, 


| Known foreignCourts,and Men and Manners ſeen: 
In Chriſtendom much Fame he had acquir'd; 
In Twrkie he was dreaded and admir'd. 
| When Alexandria was beſtegd, and won, 
He paſt the Trenches firſt, and ſcabd the Town. 
Gra- 
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Granada's Siege increas'd the Warrior's Fame; 


And Algier trembled but to hear his Name. 
In fifteen Battels deathleſs Wreaths he got, 
Three ſingle Combats with Succeſs he fought. 


Much Ground he travell'd o'er, for he had ſeen 
Our Saviour's Sepulcher in Paleſtine. 
The barbarous Infidels had felt his Might, 
Fierce in Engagement, gentle after Fight. 
In Council, and in Conduct, wiſe, and ſtaid; 
In Converſation, modeſt as a Maid. 
Plain and ſincere, obſervant of the Right; 
In Mien, and Manners, an accompliſh'd Knight, | 


A goodlyHorſe he rode, well ſhap'd,and ſtrong: 
No gawdy Saddle, nor no Trappings long. 
The Arms he wore; were bright, and free from 
His Habit, ſerviceable, neat, and plain, 1 


With 
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With grateful Zeal devoutly he was come, 
To thank the Saint that brought him ſafely home. 


The Squire. 

With him his Son ; a ſprightly Squire and gay, 
Youthful and blooming as the Month of May; 
A fearleſs Lover, in a courtly Dreſs, 

With curling Locks juſt taken from the Preſs. 
Of twenty Years he ſeem'd, well ſhap'd and tall, 
Strong was his Make, his Port majeſtical. 

The Army did his early Courage ſee, 

In Flanders, and in fertile P:cardy: 

He hop'd his Valour would all Forms remove, 
And plead ſucceſsfully its Maſter's Love. 


His Veſt with various Colours did abound, . 


Like flowry Meads when Spring adorns the 
"Ground. 


Short 
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Short was lis Coat, the Sleeves were long and wide; 
- Welleould he fing, and Treats and Balli provide. 

His fiery Steed he gracefully cou'd fit; 

Love-Songs he made, not wholly void of Wit; 

Some Skill in Painting too the Youth had ſhown, 

Could draw's Miſtreſs, or defign a Town. 

Love o'er his gentle Heart did ſo prevail, 

He 3 as frtke as the Nighringale 


The Squire s Jeoman. 


This Squire a Yeoman had, and only Him, 
Whoſe Truth and Diligence deſerv'd Eſteem. 
Girt with a Belt, his Garment was of Green; 2 
A Quiver ford with Arrows, bright and keen, 
Hung croſs his Shoulders i in a ſilken String; 

The Feathers borrow'd from the Peacock's Wing, 
At bis left Side a weighty Sword he wore, 


And on his Arm a well-try'd Buckler bore; 
A 
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A Dagger, ſhort and broad, was ty'd below: 
His ſtrong right Hand ſuſtain'd a mighty Bow: 
A Chriſtopher his Boſom did adorn; - 

In a fair Baldricke hung his Silver Horn: 

His Sun-burnt Viſage, and his Grafs-green Hood, 
Might prove him well a Ranger of the Wood. 


The Prioreſs. 


There was with theſe a Nun, a Prioreſs, 
A Lady of no ord'nary Addreſs. 
Her Smiles were harmleſs, and her Look was coy, 


She never ſwore an Oath but by Saint Loye. 

Known by the Name of Lady Eglantine: 

She ſung the Office with a Grace Divine; 

She ſpoke the Frenchof Strarford-School, by Bow, 

The French of Paris ſhe did never know: 

For French of Paris did to her appear 

Strange, as our Law-F rench to a Frenchman's Far. 
At 
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At Meals ſhe ſat demure, carvd neat, and well, 
No Morſel from her Lips unſeemly fell. 

She never dipp'd her Finger in the Meſs; 
Nor with one Drop defibd her holy Dreſs. 
With a becoming Grace, and ſmiling Eye, 

She gain'd Reſpe from all the Company. 
Eaſie and free, till pleaſant at her Meat; 

And held it no ſmall Pain to counterfeit; 

She hated Statelineſs, yet wiſely knew 
What fit W was to her Title due. 


She pity'd every Creature in Diſtreſs 
Devour, and charitable to Exceſs. 
Her tender Heart with ſuch Compaſſion ſilld, 
She'd weep to ſee a poor Mouſe caught, and kill'd, 
Her Lap-dogs {till with her fair Hands ſhe fed, 


With Milk, and roaſt Meat, mixt with Crumbs of 
[ Bread. 


In 
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In her own Chamber, on her Bed they ſlept ; 
If any dy'd, moſt bitterly ſhe wept. 


Well ſet her Wimple, nicely pinch'd it was, 
Her Noſe was ſtraight, her Eyes were grey as Glaſs, 
Small was her Mouth, her Lips were red, and ſoft. 
A beauteous Forehead, always born aloft, 
Broad, ſmooth and ſhining —Eye-brows, neat and 
A ſlender Waſte, inclining to be tall. nan, 


A curious Garment, wondrous neat, ſhe wore ; 
A pair of Beads, with Green enammel d o'er, 
Of ſhining Coral, did her Arm infold; 

Grac'd with an Ornament of beaten Gold: 
Upon it was engrav'd a circling Wreath, 

And Amor vincit Omnia writ beneath. _ 

A Nun, who ſeldom from her fide did tir, 
Her Chaplain, and :hree Prieſts, attended her. 


The 
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The Monk. 


Next theſe a merry Monk appears in place, 
Who follow'd Hunting, more than faying Maſs. 
As bravely mounted, as a Lord from Court ; 
No well-fed Abbot bore a comelier Port. 
And when in State he ambled, all might hear 
The Gingling of his Bridle, loud and clear, 

As far, almoſt, as any Chappel Bell. 


This lordly Monk, once Keeper of a Cell, 
Held good St. Bennet's Order too ſevere; 
St. Maure to his nice Judgment did appear 
Too ric, and rigid; for old Dotards fit, 
But ſcorn'd by Prieſts of Spirit, and of Wir. 
One Scripture Text he blotted. with his Pen, 
1 ſays all Hunters are ungodly Men. 


What 
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What ſhoals of Converts would this Doctrine raiſe 
Shall Monks in Study paſs laborious Days: 
Turn o'er dull Fathers, and worm-eaten Books, 
With dazled Eyes, and melancholy Looks? 
Toil with theie Hands to make the Garden neat? 
Turn Cooks, and baſte the Roaſt with their own 


Sweat? 


This Affi humbly did: «Did he? (ſaid he, 

© Auſt in may do the ſame again for me. 

He lov the Chaſe, the Hounds melodiousCry, 
Hounds that ran fwiftly as the Swallows fly. 

His Sleeves I ſaw, with Furs all lin'd within, 
From Nuſſia brought, the fineſt Squirrels Skin; 

( Hair-ſbirts, he ſaid, provok d the Blood to Sin.) 
His Hood beneath his double-Chin to hold, 
Twas fafteryd with a curious Claſp of Gold; 

A Love-Knot at the greater End there was; 
His Head cloſe ſhav'd, and ſmooth as any Glaſs. 


8 His 
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His ſtrutting Paunch was ſeldom diſappointed ; 
His broad, full Face ſhone as it were anointed. | 
His Eyes were fleepy, rouling in his Head, 

That ſteem'd like Furnaces of moulten Lead. 
Supple his Boots, his Horſe he proudly fate, 
You'd take him for a Biſhop by his State. 

F aſts had not made him meagre like a Ghoſt, 
But fat he was, and goodly as mine Hoſt. 

Afat, plump Swan he lov'd, young, but full grown. 
His Horſe was ſleek, and as the Berry brown. 


The Fryer. 
A Fryer next, to ev'ry Female dear, 
All the four Orders never had his Peer. 


Wanton, diverting ſtill in Proſe, or Rhime ; 


He many Couples married in his time: 


Some young ones at his own Expence he wed, 
And to their Husbands Grief ſoon brought to Bed. 
A 


EE SS 
TRANSLATIONS. 259 
A frank Companion, ſecret, often try*d 
To gentle Dames, a Confeſſor, and Guide. 
Licentiate of his Order once, and then 


For one the Curate had, he ſhrifced ten. 
He with a Smile would their Confeſſion hear; 


No Soul had cauſe his Penances to fear ; 

His Abſolutions pleaſant, ſoft, and mild ; 

He ſtroak'd *em as a Parent does his Child. 
To a poor Order lib'ral Ladies fly, 

With Golden Preſents eaſie Penance buy ; 
For Man is obſtinate, and hard of Heart, 
He keeps his Mony tho' he feels the Smart. 


But to poor Fryers you muſt Silver give; 
'Tis not with Prayers and Faſting they can live. 


He ſtitch'd within his Tippit, pretty Knives, 
With Silver Pins, ſmall Preſents for kind Wives. 
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In chearful Company, he ſung all Day; 

To help his Voice could on the Cittern play. 
His Arms were brawny, few ſuch weights could 
Strong as a Champion for an Exgliſh King. bling; 

All Tuns and Toverns in the Town he knew, 
But from the Poor he prudently with-drew; 
To rich and liberal Penitents inclin d, * 
To thoſe was meek, and of an humble Mind. 
None, in appearance, more devout could be, 
The ableſt Beggar of his Houſe, was he. 
He farm'd that Ineome, and procur'd a Grant 
No Holy Brother ſhould diſturb his Haunt. 
Courſe was his Habit when a begging Fryer, 
7 In wanton Love-days gorgeous his Attire, 
Of fineſt Cloth was then his Demi-Cope; 
No Mendicant, but ſtately as a Pope. 
Something he humm'd betwixt a Liſp and Song, 


To make his Engliſh ſweet upon his Tongue. 
= - His] 


r 
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His little Pigs Eyes gave unequal Light, 
Like ſmall Stars twinkling in a froſty Night. 
The good Wives chuckled whereſoe'er he came, 


A uſeful Fryer, and Hubert was his Name. 


The Merchant. 
With theſe a Merchant, in a motley Coat, 
Well mounted too, and bearded like a Goat. 
A Flanders. Beaver on his Head he wore ; 
His Boots were neatly buckled on before, 
He prov'd with Reaſons ſtrong, and formal Face, 
Tincreaſe in Wealth was to increaſe in Grace. 
Greedy of Gold, and popular Eſteem, 

He wiſh'd the Sea were ſhut to all, but him. 
Traffick in Mony he had ſtudied well, lit fell. 
Knew where th' Exchange would riſe, and where 
In Debt to none, in Bargains ſtrict and nice, 


Thought unprompt Payment was the greateſt V ice 
. | W hat 


Dr 
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Wat he with Pains had got, with Care he'd ſave; 
Not Charitable, for he ſeldom gave. 


The Scholar of Oxford. 


A well read Clerke of Oxford next attends, 
One who had Logict at his F ingers-ends. 
Sober his Aſpect, thread-bare was his Coat, 
His Carcaſs hollow as an empty Boat. 


The Steed he ſtrode was lean as any Rake, 

With ſtore of Leather wanting on his Back. 

As yet no Benefice he could obtain, 

No Office in his College could he gain; | 

Plac'd on a Shelf at his Beds-head were found 

A ſcore of Books, ſome ſtitch'd, the reſt ill-bound. 

No Harp, no Viol, no rich Cloaths had he, 

But 4riforle's deep Philoſophy. 

Coin he had lictle, 'twas not his Intent 

To hoard, for what he got on Books he ſpent. 
| De- 
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Devoutly for his Patron's Soul he pray'd, 
Whoſe Bounty gave that Learning which he had 
Laboriouſly he ſtudy'd Night and Day, 

His Words were few, ſpoke in no vulgar way. 
Weigh'd ere pronounc'd, ſententious, mort and 
Thoughtful his Look, and baſhful was his Mien. 
Of moral Virtue uſefully he'd Preach, 

He patiently would Learn, and gladly Teach. 


The Serjeant at Law. 


A Serjeant of the Law, diſcreet, preciſe; 
Well could he plead at Bar, and-well adviſe. 
Wealthy he was, but frugal of Expence, 

And his ſage Look demanded Reverence. 
Weighty his Arguments; his Words were wiſe; 
Oft he had ſat as Judge at an Aſſize: 
There by Commiſſion rais'd to high Degree, 
Maturely weigh'd out Juſtice equally. _ 

; S 4 Robes 
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Robes for the Bench he had, and for the Bar; 
No Serjeant was a greater Purchaſer. 

If ſafe the Title, moderate the Price, 

A good Fee · ſimple never came amiſs. 

He for a very buſie Man did paſs; | 
And yet he ſeem'd much buſier than he was. 
Whole Shoals of Clients in the Term he had, 
And Law enough, to make thoſe Clients mad. 
All his Conveyances were legal, true, 

No flaw was found in any thing he drew. 

The Statutes of the Land he had by Heart; 
Turn'd all to Gold, without the Chymiſt's Art. 
In a plain motley Coat he rode, ty'd faſt, 

With a ſtrip'd ſilken Saſh about his Waſte. 


The * Franklin. 


AF ranklin was the Serjeant's chief Delight, 
His Beard was long, and as the Daſie white. 


08 Franklin i is a Conntry Gentleman who lives upon bis Eſtate. 


San- 


TRANSLATIONS. 265. - 
Sanguine he was, and fiudy'd Pleaſure moſt; 

His Morning's draught, Sack; with a Nut-brown 
All Delicates that Mony could procure L 
He had; a nice luxurious Epicure. | 

With Fiſh and Fowl, with Bak'd-meat ork 
His Table groan'd, he valu'd not the Coſt. 

All Rarities the Nations could afford 

Were ſearch'd, and bought to fill his ample Board. 
In ev'ry Seaſon Delicates appear, 
Diverſify*d each quarter of the Year. 


Hare, Partridge, Pheaſant, ever were at hand; 
Carp, Tench, and Breme, as ready at command, 
With poinant Sauces proper for each Diſh: 
Woe to the Cook were any thing amiſs ! 
Spatious his Hall, and open was the Door, 
Fragments, and Marrow-bones beſpread the Floor ; 
And ready cover'd with all Sorts of Food, 


All the long Day, a Table Dormant ſtood. 
| This 
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This worthy Franklin bore a Purſe of Silk, 
Fixt to his Girdle, white as Morning Milk. 
Knight of the Shire, firſt Juſtice at th' Aſſize, 
To help the Poor, the Doubtful to adviſe. 
In all Employments, generous, juſt he prov'd; 
Renown'd for Courteſie, by all beloy'd. 


De Seaman. 
Then came a Dartmouth Seaman far from Weſt, 

A very awkard Rider at the beſt. 
Acoarfe Cloth Gown he wore, not long, nor wide, 
His Dagger in a Lace adorn'd his Side. 
He knew thoſe ſultry Climates, where the Sun 
Turn'd his Complexion to a dusky Brown. 

To Company and Mirth he did incline, 
Had ſwallow'd many a Draught of Burdeaux Wine. 
Kept an obedient Seaman's Conſcience, 


Held borrowing from his Owners no Offence. 
It 
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If *twas his Fate to take a lucky Prize, 

(For ſtoutly he would fight) he was ſo wiſe 

To pick the beſt, which ſent by Parcels home, 
Little of worth did to the Office come. 
A perfect Maſter of the Compaſs he, | 

Cou'd ſhun each Rock and Shallow in the Sea ; 
Had weather'd Tempeſts, in Engagements been, 
Scap'd many Dangers, many Countries ſeen. 
Knew every Creek and Harbour on the Main, 
Of England, Scotland, and the Coaft of Spain. 
In many Fights his Frigate much was fam'd ; 
The Magdalene of England it was nam'd. 


| The Doctor of Phyſick 
The Doctor next; a Foe to all Exceſs; 
Who travell'd more for Health than Holineſs. 


In nice Anatomy well skill'd was he, 


And not a Stranger to Aſtronomy. 
He 
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He knew to wire-draw a Diſtemper well, Y 
And Cures by Magic Natural foretel; f 
A deep Aſtrologer, that cou'd with eaſe 1 
Caſt the Nativity of each Diſeaſe, = K 
Show at what punctual Hour it ſhou'd expire, \ 
In Terms which Knavesinvent, and Fools admire. ! 


The Cauſe of every Malady he knew, 
Whether of Cold, Heat, Moiſt, or Dry, it grew. b 
Told which of thoſe engender'd the Diſeaſe; | | 
Twas but removing That, and you'd have Eaſe, ( 

Th' Apothecary waited his Command ; 
Druggs and Electuaries were {till at hand. 
Whatever one preſcrib'd, the other made, | 

And each by turns advanc'd the mutual Trade. 
He'd tell the Wonders wrought by * Phebus Son, © 
What Fame the great Hippocrates had won. 


Eſculapius. 


Well 
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Well read in Galen, Celſius, Avicen, 

In Dioſtorides and Damaſeen. . os 

Theſe Names, and many more, he had by rote, 
Which, to th Unlearn'd, he never fail d to quote: 
No Bible on his Pagan Shelves had he, 

It was prohibited the Layety.— „ 

In Diet ſingular; young tender Meat, 

And eaſie of Digeſtion, he would eat. - 

At a rich Patient's Table, bold and free ; 

But at his own, he prais'd Frugality. 

Of Scarlet Per ſiau Silk his Habit was, 

And neatly lin'd with Tafety, or Gau/e. 

Great were his Gains, but mod'rate his Expence 
He flouriſh'd in a time of Peſtilence. 

Gold's the beſt Cordial; yet he lov'd to ſee 
Coyn'd Aurum, rather than Potabile. 
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The Wife of Bath. 1 
A merry Wife of Bath comes next in place, 13 
But ſomewhat deaf, with an Autumnal Face. 


( 
By Trade a Weaver, one who ſcorn'd to grant 
ſ 


Her Work outdone at 7pres, or at Gaunt. 
| No Matron could with greater Zeal incline | 
To pay her Offering at the Martyr's Shrine. 


She neither patient, nor devout could be, 


If any rival'd her in Charity. 1 
In her own Pariſh ſhe wou'd take the Wall, | 
Before the proudeſt Matron of 'em all: 
Upon a Sunday ever trimly dreſt, 
She flaunted forth, the Envy of the reſt. 
Large were her Kerchiffs, yet more gorgeous made l 
[weigb'd 
With her own Work, and full three Pound theß ' 
Scarlet her Hoſe, her gloſſy Shooes were new; |} ( 
Bold was her Face, and ruddy was its Hue. | 


Not 
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Not one of her five Husbands could be found, 
She laid em ſafely up in Holy Ground. 

With theſe ſhe made a ſhift to paſs her Youth; | 
Such was this good Wife's Conſtancy, and Truth. 
She Travell'd far, paſs'd many a rapid Stream, 
Thrice ſaw the Reliques of Jeruſalem. 

Rome and the Catacombs ſhe knew full well, 
Strange things of Cologne and its Kings cou'd tell; 
Hain ſhe had travell'd o'er from End to End, 
And good Sf. James was very much her Friend. 
Of various Haps and Perils by the way, day. 
Much had ſhe known, and yet much more wou'd 
Upon an ambling Pad at eaſe ſhe ſat, 

Gingling the Bitt, and flack'd hex Pace to chat: 
A ſteeple Hat ſhe wore upon her Head, 

Whoſe ample Brims were like a Buckler ſpread; 
O'er her large Hips a Mantle fairly wrought; 
Before, her Kerchiff to a Point was brought : 


Like 
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| Like a rank Rider, pointed Spurs the wore: 33 
Of Feſ?s ſhe had an unexhauſted tore. 


Her Tatk did notably Love s Arr advance, 
Far the had 1 long that O14, New Dance. 


7 he Plowman. 


F A Plowman follow'd, who had ſtill at Wer 

| Loads of Manure t' enrich the grateful Land; 

An able, ſtrong, kborious Man was he, 

Who lud with all in perfect Charity. 

He ſerv'd God fairhfully, nor hoarded Pelf, | : 

But lov'd his Neighbour equal with himſþ{f. 
Hard would he work, and freely would he give, 
And oft for God's ſake did the Poor relieve. 
In Dealing juſt, with Loſſes not diſmay'd ; 
In every kind his Tythes he duly pay'd. 
In a ſhort Coat he rode without a Sleeve. 

There was beſide a Miller, and a Reeve, 


| 
| 
] 
] 
/ 
F 


4 
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A Sumner, 'and a Pardon-monger too,. 
A Steward, and my ſelf, were all the Crew. 


.. The, Miller. 
The Miller, hardy as his own Mill-ſtones, 
With brawny Fleſh, large Sihews and ſtrong Bones. 
His Strength to all the Town was known too well; 
In Wreſtling ſtill he bore away the Bell. 
Short-ſhoulder'd, knotty as a ſtubborn Oak, 
Hard to be bent, and harder to be broke. 
Not one, ſo far as he, could pitch a Bar, 
Or lift a Weight, or ſwing it in the Air. 
He'd running, force a Door with his hard Head; 
His Beard like any Fox's Tail was red, K. 
But ſtraight, and even as a Gardiner's Spade. * 
Juſt at the end of his huge Noſe, he had 1 
Alarge black Wart, on that a tuft of Hairs 
Red, as the Briſtles of an old Sow's Ears: 
T 


of 4 of _ . 
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His Noſtrils, like a Furnace, black and wide; 


A Sword and Bnckler hanging on his Side. 
A Babbler, with a gormandyzing Throat; 
As Letcherous as a Monkey or a Goat. 


Corn he could ſteal, the ſame Corn chrice he toll d; 


And yet, they ſay, be had a Thumb of Gold: 
His Coat was white, on Bag- pipes he could play, 
And with that Muſick brought us on our way. 


de Manciple. 
A Steward of the Temple next muſt come, 
A Pattern for all Caterers in Town: 
The Price of every thing each Market had 
He knew, and nicely pick d the Good from Bad: 
Sometimes he went on Truſt, and ſometimes Paid, 
Vet none could over-reach him in his Trade. 


. Some wonder much how an unletter'd Man, 
Of ſuch low, ſordid Education, can 


(Who 
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(Who is but one to more chan thiee times ten) 
Ofer-reachſo many grave, wiſe, learned Men? 
A practis d Lawyer all things underſtands, 

Th' Affairs of half the Nation paſs their Hands. 
We praiſe unjuſtly, partially condemn, - 

As they Cheat others, others Cozen them. 

By various Methods all Profeſſions live; 

By Their wiſe Management He learn'd to thrive* 
In Life's longcourſeſuch diff'rent Ways we run, 
Some to undo, but moſt to be undone. 


The Reve, or Steward. 

The Reve, a little, ſlender, choPrick thing; 
His Face ſhav'd cloſe, and not a Hair on Chin: 
His Locks above his Ears, an Inch at leaſt, 
And dock'd before, like any begging Prieſt: 
His active Legs were very long and lean, 
Strait as a Staff, no Calf was to be ſeen, 

| | 21 


No 


DDr 


276 Miſcellaneous POE MS and 


No Auditor &er found him in the wrong. 
A good Accomptant ; tho” his Bills were long. 
Well judg'd he by the Drought, and by the Rain, 
The future Product of his Seed and Grain. 
He kept due Tale of Oxen, Sheep and Swine, 
HisLord's MarchBeer,and his more precious Wine; 


All Rents receiv'd, for all things did ingage, 
And manag'd ſince his Maſter came to Age. 
O'er ev'ry Under-Baily he had Spies, 
Knew all their Cunning, all their Knaveries. 
His Houſe lay tight, and kept in good Repair, 
Beſide a Heath, and in a healthy Air; 
Cloſe in a Corner, couch'd behind a Row 
Of ſpreading Trees; the Building ſnug and low. 


The Man was warm, with Wealth in private ſtor'd, 
And abler far to purchaſe than his Lord. 
He knew his Honour's Humour to a Hair, 
| When it was fit to ask, or to forbear. 
When- 
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.Whene'er his Lordſhip wanted a Supply, 
He with a buſie careful Face would fly; 
Run here and there; then bring theLuggage home, 
And only help his Maſter to his own. 
He (as thoſe generous Lords are us'd to do) 
Not only thanks him, but rewards him too. 
This Steward rode upon a ſturdy Jade, 

And on his Side he wore a ruſty Blade. 

A Wheelwright he had been, in Norfolk known, 
In all the Villages near Ba/dfwe/l Town: 
Tuck'd round his Waſte like any Fry'ar was he, 
And ftill rode hindmoſt of the Company. 
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The Sunmer, or Apparitor. 


This Sumner was not over-ſtock'd with Grace ; 


He had a bloated, broad, Cherubic Face; 
Of fiery Hue; wit h hollow Eyes and narrow ; 


Red as a Cock, and Letch'rous as a Sparrow. 
y ff Black 
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Black were his Eye-brows, briſtled was bis Beard, 
And much the Children his ſtern Viſage frar d. 
His Noſe with Carbuncles was overſpread, 
His Cheeks with white Whelks, on a ground of Red. 
No inward Med' cine he could e er procure, ot 
Had Pow'r ſufficient to effect their Cure. x 
Not new kill d @xzick-fitver with Cerg/e too, 
Brimſtone, nor Oil of Tartar, ought cou d do. 
Strong bloody Wine he low d, and well-dreſs'dFiſh, 
And ſtunk of Garlick lixe a Spaniſh Diſh: 
When he was Drunk; he'd talk a Man to Death, 
And belch out Latin with unſavoury Breath. 


Two or three common Fragments he could ſay; 


No wonder, for he heard it all the Day: 

But if you preſs'd him farther, you might ſee 

A ſudden end of his Philoſophy. 

A leud young Fellow, for a Quart of Wine, 
Might for a Twelve-month haye his Concubine. 


He 


- 


— 
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He taught his looſe Companions in their Sport, 

Tevade the Cenſure of th* Arch- deaconꝰs Court: 

But if a rich libidinous Prize he found, 

Him he inclos d withiti his bawdy Pound. 

This, as no vulgar Sectet he would tell, 

A large full Purſe is the Arch»deacon's' Hell. 

If rich Mens Souls within their Purer lie, 

'Tis juſt their Sins be puniſh'd chere, ſay I. 

To him all Wenches in the Biſhop's See 

Paid publick Tribute, or a private Fee. 

Boldly he rode, a Garland on his Head; 

Of all unmarried Men and Maids, the Dread. 


De Pardoner. 


A Pardox-monger laſt brought up the Rear, 
With Patriarchal Face, and Holy Leer - 
His Fair was of the Hue of yellow Wax, 
Straight and une qual as a ſtrieke of Flax. 

ws 3 Vet 
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Vet long, and thin it grew from his large Head, 
And all his brawny Shoulders over-ſpread, 
Divided into parcels here and there 
No gaudy Hood conceal'd his golden Hair; 
For that, with Care, was in his Wallet laid, 
Where many Curiofities he nhad. 
Except a little Cap, he rode all bare; 
With glaring Eyes, like a new ſtarted Hare, 
A holy Figure ſtich'd upon his Cap; 
His Wallet hung before him on his Lap, 
Stuff d and cram d full of Pardons, newly come, 
Fox greedy Zealots, piping hot from Rome. | 
Shrill was his Voice as any Mountain Goat, 
Aloud he ſaid his Oriſons by rote: 
A Beard he never had, nor &er will have, 
No Barber took the Pains that Chin to ſhave; 
He might have been a Gelding, or a Mare; 


But never ſure from Barwick even to Ware, 


Was 


« Y \ 
- 
, 
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Was Pard'ner furniſh'd with ſuch precious Geere; 
For in his Male he had a Pillowbere, A 
Which p:ou/ly was thought our Lady's Veil; 
He kept, beſide; a Gobbet of the Sai! 
Which Perer had (and now this Pard'ner hath) 
When Chriſt rebuk'd him for his little Faith. 
Acroſs he ſhow d of Tin, ſet full of Stones; 
And in a Glaſs, a number of Pigs Bones. 
With theſe, more Pardons daily he'd diſpence, 


In one poor Village would collect more Pence, 
(As by Record too plainly does appear) 
Than a poor Parſon lab'ring all the Year. 


Thus with feign'd F latteries and Holy Tools, 
He made the Parſon and the People Fools. 


Howe'er, to tell the Truth juſt as it Rood; 
He'ſeem'd in Church, ZEceleſiaſtick good. 


* 
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A Leſſon he could read; or tell a i Story, 

And roar the Pſalter with no little „ 

But beſt of all an Offertory fung; | 

So loud, ſa cheatful, that the Chappel rung; 
This gain'd himPence from the-deluded Crowd; 
Therefore he ſung ſo chearful, and ſo loud. 


Eer 
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EPrT APH on the Monument of the 


1 of Wincheſter. © 


2 


. Mr. DRTDEN. 


JE whoin impious Times undaunted oo 
And midſt Rebellion durſt be * = 
Whoſe Arms aſſerted, and whoſe Suffering more 
Confirm'd the Cauſe far which he fought before, 
Reſts here, rewarded by an Heavenly Prince, 


For what his Earthly could not recompence. 
Pray (Reader) that ſuch Times no more appear, 
Or, if they happen, learn true Honour here. 


Ark: of thy Age's Faith and Loyalty, 
Which (to preſerve them) Heav'n confin'd in thee, 
Few subjects could a King like thine deſerve, 
And fewer ſuch a King ſo well cou'd ſerve. 
Bleſt King, bleſt Subject, whoſe exalted State 
By Sufferings roſe, and gave the Law to Fate. 


— 
* 
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Such Souls are rare; but mighty Patterns given 
To Earth, were meant for Ornaments to Heaven. 


L 
— * = — 
@ © 
_ * 
= 


Epitaph on Mrs. Margaret Paſton 
of Barningham in Norfolk. 


By the ſame Hand. "0 


2 R T — 


e 


3 ſo young, ſo innocent, ſo ſweet; | 


Require at leaſt an Age, in One to meet. 


So ripe a Judgment, and ſo rare a Wit, 


In her they met ; but long they cou'd not ſtay, 
"Twas Gold too fine to fix without Allay - 


Heav'ns Image was in her ſo well expreſt, 
Her very Sight upbraided all the reſt. 


Too juſtly raviſh'd from an Age like this; 


Now ſhe is gone, the World is of a Piece. 
Paying 


* 


17 1 


URE, when I rob my Maker of his Due, 


And with Devotion pay the reſt to you; 


The World will ſay that I adore Thee, Fair, 
Abruptly leaving my unfiniſh'd Prayer. 

What ſhall I do? When with an eager Zeal 

To Heav'n I bow, and on low Earth I kneel; 
The dear Remembrance of my charming She 
Pleaſingly interrupts my Piety. my 

As if the Gods thought her the ſureſt way 


To gain my Wiſh, and taught me where to Pray. 


Up ſtraight I roſe, I'll come, faid I, and bow 


To Thee, O Goddeſs, eaſie to my Vow. 


From, 
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Paying 4 Viſit to a Mipreſeon * 


[ 
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From ſordid, groveling Duſt, to ſomething 
Wich double Extafie my Thoughts aſpire og 
Love and Religion burn with equal Fire. 
I ſeem'd tranſlated, and methought I flew, 
Methought ſbme Angel from the Temple are 
My ne Soul, and here I find it it true. | 


oy 


But when 1 left the Conſecrated Place, 
How did th unknowing Herd of Zealots gaze 
What Cenſures of uncharitable Blame 
I bore, reviPd for my Emilia's Name! 

Poor Men! they knew not that I went to find 
A better Temple in her beauteous Mind. 
They knew: not how each Minute we improve, 
Blind in Devotion, but more blind in Love. 


Be Thou, my Fair, like ſome myſterious Book, 


Whete none but I, thy Miniſter, may look ; 
Where 
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W pere no prophaner Mortal's vent'rous Rage 
Shall rowl the Leaves, or breath upon the Page. 
In Sacred Buildings others may delight, Fi 
Gaze at th expenſive and ſtupendious height 2 
I flight, your painted Windows, nor admire 
A well- built Steeple, or a StarrySpire. 
Let Holy Crowds to gawdy Churches ga. 
While I none other, but my Miſtreſs know. 
With Mortal Labours let their Temples . 
The Builder of the World created Mike: : 


* * 6 : - 7 = 
15 * * * * 


N G 


ber to Muſich by Mr.) BARRET. 


TRTILL A, like Time, is always a flying, 


Sighing, 
she refuſes my Tears, and regards — my 


If once ſhe ſlips by me, O then [ complain, 
For no Wiſhes, nor Words can recal her again. ; 


My Friend, be advis'd, for Old Time has, you 


[know, 


| ALock on his Forehead, Myrti/ls below. 
If then ** would have her to fly you no more, 


To hold her, like Time, you muſt take her before: 
Dee 
Drinking a Glaſs of good Florence. 


Extempore. | | 
\ A 7H EN Father Saturn fled from — 
He found below what he had bore | 
He found good Florence on the Tuſcan Coaſt; 
Suffieient Recompence for Nectar loſt! 


Part 


- * b - 
4a® * 1 
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Part of the 
Fourteenth Chapter of Iſaiah 1 


' Paraphrasd in Blank Perſe. 


OW has th' Almighty Father, ſeated high 
In ambient Glories,from th'Eternal Throne 
Vouchſaf d Compaſſion; and th'aMiftive Pow'r 
Has broke, whoſe Iron Sceptre long had bruis'd 
The groaning Nations. Now returning Peace, 
Dove-ey'd, and roab'din White, the bliſsful Land 
Deigns to reviſit 3 whilſt beneath her Steps 
The Soil, with Civil Slaughter oft manur'd, 
Pours forth abundant Olives. Their high Tops 
The Cedars wave, exulting o'er thy Fall, 
Whoſe Steel from the tall Monarch of the Grove 
Sever'd the Regal Honours ; and up tore 

The Cyons blooming in the Parent Shade. 

U When 
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When Vehicl'd in Flame, thou flow didſt paſs 


Prone thro the Gates of Night, the dreary Realms 
With loud Acclaim receiv'd thee. Tyrants old 


(Gigantick F orms, with Human Blood beſmear'd,) 


Roſe from their Thrones; ; for Thrones they fill 
[poſleſs, 


Their Penance and their Guilt: Art thou, they cry, 


O emulous of our Crimes, here doom'd to Reign 
Aſſociate of our Woe? Nor com'ſt thou girt 
With Livery'd Slaves, or Bands of WarriorKnights, 
Which erſt before thee ſtood, aflatt'ring Crowd, 
Obſervant of thy Brow. Nor hireling Quires 
Attemp ring to the Harp their warbled Airs 
Thy Panegyrie chaunt; but huſh'd in Death, 

| Like us thou ly ſtunwept; a Corſe obſcene 
With Duſt and preying Worms, bare and deſpoil'd 
Of m_ Pow: We hail thee our Compeer ! 


q 


How; art thou with Aiminiſh'd Glory fall'n 
From thy proud Zenith, ſwift as Meteors glide 
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Aſlope a Summer Eve! Of all the Stars * 
Titled the firſt and faireſt, thou didſt hope 
To ſhare Divinity, or haply more, 

Elated as Supream when o'er. the North 

Thy bloody Banner ſtream'd, to rightful Kings 
Portending ruinous Downfal; wond'rous low, 
Opprobrious and deteſted art thou thrown, 
Diſroab'd of all thy Splendors. Round thee ſtand 
The ſwarming Populace, and with fix'd Regard 
Eying thee pale and breathleſs, ſpend their Rage 
In taunting Speech, and jovial ask their Friends, 
Is this THE MIGHTY, whoſe Imperious Yoke 
We bore reluQant; who to defart Wilds | 

And Haunts of Savages transform'd the Marts, 
And Capital Cities raz'd, pronouncing Thrall 
Or Exile on the Peerage? How becalm'd 

The Tyrant lies, whoſe Noſtrils uſed to breath 


Tempeſts of Wrath, and ſhook eſtabliſh'd Thrones. 
2 In 
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In ſolemn State the Bones of pious Kings, 
Gather'd to their Great Sires, are ſafe repod 
Beneath the weeping Vault. But thou, a Branch 
Blaſted and Curſt by Heav'n, to Dogs and Fowls 
Art doom d a Banquet mingling ſome Remains 
With Criminak unabſolv'd ; on all thy Race 
Tranſmitting Guilt and Vengeance. From thy 
ES | | [Domes 
Thy Children ſculk erroneous and forlorn, 
Fearing Perdition, and for Mercy ſue 
With Eyes uplift, and Tearful. From thy Seed 
The Sceptre Heav'n reſumes, by thee Uſurpt 
By Guileand Force, and ſway'd with lawleſs Rage. 


9889 
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Written at Sea, by the late Earl of Dorſet, a 
the firſt Dutch War. 
| * 
2 all ye Ladies now at Land 
We Men at Sea indite; 
But firſt wou'd have ye underſtand 
How hard it is to write ; 
The Muſes now, and Neptune too 


We muſt implore to write to you. 


With a Fa la, la, la, la. 
- IT. 


For tho' the Muſes ſhou'd prove kind, 
And fill our empty Brain, 

Vet if rough Neptune rouze the Wind 

To wave the azure Main, 


U 3 Our 


* 
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Our Paper, Pen and Ink, and we 

Rouf up and down our Ships at Sea. 
With a Fa, &c. Lag? 

. 

Then if we write not by each Poſt 
Think not we are unkind, 

Nor yet conclude our Ships are oy 
By Dutchmen or by Wind; . 

Our Tears we'll ſend a „ O48 way, 

The Tide ſhall bring em twice a Day. 
With a Fa, &c. 7 
Cr =_ =. 

The King with Wonder and Surprize 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold, - | 

Becauſe the Tides will higher riſe, | 
Than e'er they us'd of old: 

But let Him know it is our Tears 

| Bring Floods of Grief to Whitehall Stairs, 


With a Fa, &c. 


TRANSLATIONS. 
Show'd Foggy Opdam chance to know 
| Our fad and diſmal Story, 
The Dutch wou'd ſcorn ſo weak a Foe, 
And quit their Fort at Goree; 
For what Refiſtance can they find 


as | 


From Men who've left their Hearts behind ? 


With a Fa, &c. 
| ; 1: Þ 216! 
Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 
Be you to us but kind; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, — curſe, 
| No Sorrow we ſhall find ; 
Tis then no Matter how things go, 
Or who's our Friend, or who's our Foe. 
With a Fa, &c. 
VII. 
To paſs our tedious Hours away, 


We throw a merry Main; 
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Or elſe at ſerious Ombre play ; 
But why ſhowd we in vain 
Each others Ruin thus purſue ? 
We were undone when we left you. 
With a Fa, &c. | 
VII. 
But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our Hopes away, 
W hilft you regardleſs of our Woe 
Sit careleſs at a Play ; 


Perhaps permit ſome happier Man 
Io kiſs your Hand, or flirt your Fan. 
Mitb 4 Fa, &c. 


IX. 
When any mournful Tune you hear, 
That dies in ev'ry Note, 
As if it ſigb'd with each Man's Care, 
For being ſo remote; 
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Think then how often Love we've made 
To you, when all thoſe Tunes were play'd. 
4 it h a F. 45 &c . 


X. 
In Juſtice you cannot refuſe 
To think of onr Diſtreſs, 
When we for hopes of Honour loſe 
Our certain Happineſs; 
All thoſe Deſigns are but to prove 
Our ſelves more worthy of your Love. 
With a Fa, &c. - 
>: 
And now we've told you all our Loves, 
And likewiſe all our Fears ; 
In hope this Declaration moves, 
Some Pity for our Tears, 
Let's hear of no Inconſtancy, 
We have too much of that at Sea. 
With a Fa las la, la, la. 
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ALA MODE. 


| Y better ſelf, my Heav'n, my Joy! 
M While thus Imparadis'd Ilye, 
Tranſported in thy circling Arms , 
With freſh Variety of Charms, 

From Fate I ſcarce can think to;crave _ - 
A Bliſs, but what in thee I have. 

Twelve Months, my Dear, have paſt, fince thou 
Didſt plight to me thy Virgin Vow ; 
Twelve Months in Rapture ſpent! for they 
Seem ſhorter than St. Lucy's Day: 

A bright Example we ſhall prove 5 

Of laſting matrimonial Love. 


Mean while, I beg the Gods to grant 
(The only Favour that I want) 
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That I may not ſurvive, to ſee 


My Happineſs expire with thee. 

O! ſhou'd I loſe my deareſt Dear, 
By thee, and all that's good I ſwear, 
I'd give my ſelf the fatal Blow, 

And wait thee to the World below. 


When WEA DLE thus to Spouſe in Bed 
Spoke the beſt things he eber had read, i 
Madam (ſurpriz'd, you muſt ſuppoſe it,) 105 
Had lock'd a Templer in the Cloſet; 

A Youth of pregnant Parts, and Worth, 
To play at Picguet, and ſo forth F 
This Wag, when he had heard the whole, | 
Demurely to the Curtains ſtole; _ 


—— A—— 
— 
mm 


And peeping in, with ſolemn Tone 
Cry'd out, O Man! Thy Days are done: 
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| The Gods are fearful of the worſt,” Ws 
And ſend me, Death, to fetch thee firſt ; 
To ſave their Fav'rite from Self-murder : 

Lo! thus 1 execute their Order. 4 
Hold, Sir, for ſecond Thoughts are beſt, 
The Husband cry'd; 'tis my Requeſt | 
With Pleaſure to prolong my Life. 
Tour Meaning? Pray, Sir, take my Wife. 


. 00 
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THE 


MILLER of Trompington, 


eee 
REV Es TAL E from Cbaucer. 


1 n Mt * r tt th. E p —_— E 


By Mr. BETTE RTO N 
Trompington, not far from Cambridge, 
A AcroſapleaſuntStream,aBridgeof Wood: 
Near it, a Mili, in low and plaſhy Ground, 
Where Corn for all the neighb'ring Fares * ; 
The ſturdy Miller with his powder'd Locks, _ 
Proud as a Peacock, ſubtle as a Fox, 
Could Pipe, and Fiſh, and Wreſtle, throw a Net, 
Turn drinking Cups, and teach young Dogs toSet. 


Brawny, 


— — pp 
orion... u —— —— mmm 


302 Miſcellaneous PO EMS and. 


Brawny, big-bon'd, ſtrong made was every Limb, 

But few durſt venture to contend with him. 
A Dagger hanging at his Belt he had, 
Made of an ancient Sword 8 well-temper'd Blade. 
He wore a Sheffield Whittle in his Hoſe. 
Broad was his Face, and very flat his Noſe. 
Bald as an Ape behind was this Man's Crown, 
No one could better beat a Market down. 

But Millers will be Thieves; he us'd to Steal, 
Slyly, and artfully, much Corn, and Meal. 


This Miller's Wife came of a better Race, 
The Parſon's Daughter of the Totyn ſhe was. 
Her Portion ſmall, her Education high, 

She had her Breeding i in a Nunnery. 


Whoe” er he Marry'd ($:mk:n boldly ſaid) 
Should be a Maid, well born, and nicely bred. 


You'd 
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You'd laugh to ſee him, in his beſt Array, 
Strutting before her on a Holyday. 

If any boldly durſt accoſt his Wife, 

He drew his Dagger, or his Sheffield Knife. 
Tis dang'rous to provoke a jealous Fool; 

She manag'd cunningly her ſtubborn Tool. 
To all beneath her inſolently high, 
Walk'd like a Duck, and chatter'd like a Pye : 


Proud of her breeding, froward, full of Scorn, 


As if ſhe were of noble Parents born. 
With other Virtues of the ſame degree, 
All learn'd in that choice School, the Nunnery. 


Their Daughter was juſt twenty, courſe and 
A Boy too in a Cradle, fix Months' old. [bold. 


Thick, ſhort, and brawny, this plump Damſel was, 
| Her Noſe was flat, her Eyes were grey as Glaſs, 


Her 


of Tg ———_— 


2 
— 1 8 a 5 9 
7 ©. 
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Her Haunches broad, with Breaſts up toher Chin, 
Fair was her Hair, but tawny was her Skin. 


A mighty Trade this luſty Miller drove, 
All for Convenience came, not one for Love. 
Much Grift from Canbridge to his lot did fall, 
And all the Corn they us'd at Scholars Hall. 
Their Manciple fell dangerouſly ill ; 
Bread mult be had, their Griſt went to the Mull. 
This S:mkin mdderately ſtole before, 
Their Steward ſick, he robb'd em tentimes more. 
Their Bread fell ſhort ; che Mur den florm'd; with 
Examin'd thoſe who brought it from the Mill. 
The Miller to a ſtrict account they call, 


He Rn ſwears, he gave *em all. 


Two poor young Scholars, hungry, much di- 


[ſtreſs'd, 


— thought themſelves more wiſe than all the 
Creſt) 


Intreat 


oO ©, - 


IATA ND” 35 


Intreat the Warden,” be bert Corn he bent, 91 
To ruſt it to their prudent Managerient, y 


6 7 


Defie him hea to ſteal the ſmalleſt Parr.” 1 
2d: 159192 O A um „as! Ot _ NY; 
At laſt the Warden grants what they aefite, | 

All is got ready as theſe two require: 


Bold Men; tho? diſappointed, neer are Am d yy 
One was call'd Allen, bother John was matt a." 


Both Northern Men, both in one Town * 
e, 


They mount, and lead the Horſe that bears 
Be careful, Allen cries," -and do cor Kay: 5 ä an: 
Fear nothing, he replies, 1 ktiow the Wiy. 7 a2] 


Thus they jog on, and on the Road Untthve © 


To catch the Thief; till at the Mill they arrive. 


641 
— 

5 

. 


Ho Sim, ſays Jobn, what ho, the Miller there? 


Who calls, cries Simtin, tell me who you are? 
X How 


306. Mſg, R o end 
How faresyour comely Davehterandyane Wiſge, 
What, 7 on and Alle 70 W469 ms by py; Wits! ; 
The Miller {aid Wap Wing Me ec 
That which, Holt Ves. cee _ 
Who keeps no Man, muſt his own Servant be 
Our Mangints6s v819; Bek, anf, e 
Are with the Carncfspwous. gopd. en 
To, Fenn d, ang hdg is _— 
Diſpatch Sind with: allche, haſte You, may, 

It Saal be dere (hs ay WMawithont, delay, 10% Ho 
What wil Jgd NEA Da, this in Hand? | 
Says Fol, it at;ths Pappen will d tang :. 
(in my whole Life Lover g Griſt — - _ 
And mark the Glagks hay july it. will ſound. i 


> Þ * '# 
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A ha, Chum John (ſays Allen) will you fo ? © 
Then will I ware 7 heals on. Ws WY), 


— g * s * 4 * 
„ *. 48 }} ea phe? * SES: *% 1 $ „„ . 
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TRAA POR) 369% 
i SM it tllell Plöt; Haltouny id files * 
K None cou'd;* tile y —— = 9 
a Hz RN to C a Mig beige their E 0 
2 (ad ih! SF al thar fe Philstoptiy 4 * AUO 
Neither tho ld la Where He ve he Meir 
The N 755 ” hey watch, thb Hörde eld! wy 0 
Theſe S4 Horsfe r theft Ff ddt, Mall Rave te Bras = 
rue! Karnedet Clark, 1 not the Wfa gt 0-07 
beg be e ab a pads ie Tfeid,“ 
ri EfO pte Hag teh UH˙dſrteAtHA MGH? 
Heins Bade Gb ig Nec; the TAD 
Makes tcbfo CHAN HI Mures a Ffltfab EA. 
Unmiſs'd CHO 5270 fill et EA Ton, : 
And Alles Aiffgenf Hd ICT as 16” 1 
Now do nb I h: lt E t e cin!“ I! 
Convince yd i. PH Höneſt MIA!!“ 4 
Now the gag rk fs Abne ther Corh 5 Sb | 


The he Griff kackt, antbviry Sack well Bound: © 
X 2 John 
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John runs to fetch the Horſe ; aloud he cries, 
Come ither Allen; Align to him flies. 


CT... 


OF riend,we are undone —W hat mean you, John 25 


TIO 


Look, there's the Bridle, but our Horſe is gone | 
Gane! hide ſays he. Nay Heay? n knows, 


{not 1.— 


Out bolts Sims + Wiſe, and and (with a ready Lie) 
She cries, 1 I ſaw w bim roſs his E Head and Play, 


Then lüp ode hoſe Reins, and Trot away. 


Which Way . they both demand —With wanton 
I aw himſcamp! ring tow ud pon Fenny Grounds: . 


Wild Maxes and Colts in thoſe low Marſnes feed. 
 Away.thg;Seholars run with, utmoſt ſpeed, = 
Forget their. former cautious Husbandry $ 
Their Sack does at the Miller's Mercy lie. 

He half a Buſhel.of their Flour does take, | 

Then bids his Wife ſecure it in a Cake. 02 
ITI ſend theſe empty Boys again to School, 
To plod and ** who's the greater Fool. 


Look 


K Oi 
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h blo dd 
Look whete the Learned Blockhe ads make (ow 
| way, 


Let ws be merry, "while thoſe Children | play. 


119” 
A 


Theſe filly Scholars ran from place to place, . 
Now here, now there, unequal was the Chace. 


/ 


They call him by his Name, Whiſtle, and cry 
Ho Ball; but Ball is pleagd with Liberty. 
At Night into a narrow Place they brought him, 
Drove him intoa Ditch,and there they caught him. 


0.7 


1 


Weary and wet, as Cattle i in the Rain, | 
Allen, and ſimple John, come back again. : 
Alas, cries John, would I had ne'er been born! 
When we return we ſhall be laught to Scorn. : N 
Call'd by the Fellows, and our Warden, F ools⸗ ; 
Our Griſt is ſtoln, and we the Miller's Fools. 
Thus Jahn complains; Allen without remorſe £ 
Goes to the Barn, and in he turns the Horſe! © / 


X 3 Both 


- | 20 . cell Ianeous 170 1 Ns nd 


: 2h ae enn and, h 


ID 12 Ae t pg at bis Le Sc en 
weep n they 25 pf His wa 


98 * 


s Nd ee = A Neht 
VI bes big Heid ict! 
1 0 Yelcom 1 618 wn He 
Sal Fil find you. our-the mot, convenient Part. 
My Houſe.) 1 uch, tut you — xe 
Lou can by dint of Argument maintain, 
at ene en me, 
Now they yorr Art, 2nd N. 8 4 Wige wüste 


ak 


Your merry Fay but, y, wet and | clammy, Earths 


' (TO SK 6 225 19 911 
Fang r and Cold, - provokes len Men to Mirth, 
A. Man com plics with. neceſſary things,,. 8 
Conte with what he finds, or what he brings. 
"Tis Meat and Drink we. earneſtiy deſire: 
To warm and, dry us Wähl better Fire. 


. 


Look, 


(II ET sT ds 11 
E888; we Nawe Coin te pay Weit ou deman 


0 pay What you demand; 


We Ver ms Flo with Fo hee Hand: 


129 4 „ DW 


* "w_ fl. Bühler 16” 4 Nelphboaring 


For Hd oH Ate, Aud e ed ooſe 
Tho' huimely Wis his R Sol, it Was nel Ha 


ty Rad f Get it üfr ſerve A l. 


The Didgdtef in 34 88 ele tu two ; Youths a Bed, 1 


Lays on 10 ean Sheets, py bf: bers far foread, 


16 90 ioC v3 2 SLEEVE ©: ; 
Twelve Foot beyon ru ” the remote! place, | 
Id an 


FRE! 12 other I ol Dai aa e FO 


” 
, 18 


cre 


1 Sößper es "ry ch 25 Bus 


Su 
Fat nas bis jet, the napp 5y A e goes bong 


Voor tie Sia Dau chice norihie Wife were nice, 
Each Ffeafttr the Vcütl began, Bf pfedg d it 
The heady Liquor ſtupiſies their 4 
1%} . 


b 5 2515 pal, they all to Reft f. repair. 


X 4 
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& 


0 
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|  TheDaughtexboreher; part with wondrousSkill, 
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| Sleep on the moſt did inſtantly prevail; 


0 Made him like any Stone-Horſe ſnort and ſnore, 


| The Wife's Horſe-Tenor vacant Parts did fill, 


ng It 


: 


The Miler yawn'd, his Eyes began to e eloſe; 
The Wife got Sim to Bed, he had his Doſe. | 
She follow'd him, but ſhe was gay and light, 
Her Whiſtle had been wetted too that Night; 
- She plac At the "Child 1 in Cradle by. her Side, 


119 8 


To give it Suck, or Rock it if it d, 


X - 1 L< 


The Daug hter too, when once the Ale was gone, 
\Retir'd to Bed; ſo Allen did, and John. 


The Miller 8 luſty Doſe of potent Ale 


442 8389246 +. L £4 4 2 / 


The Treble was! behind, the Baſe before: : 


{*3 144 


ni 2G l f 


5: f might be heard a Furlong from the Mill. 


221. 2 er 


When this melodious Conſort firſt began, 
Young Allen rumbling, puſhes his F riend J. 


© 
$ + 
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Tt is impoſſible to ſleep, he ſays, 
Ill up and Dance, while this choice Muſick plays. 
He cries, What means my Brother? — Allen ſaid, 
I mean' to ſteal into the Daughter's Bead. 
"Tis faid, the Man who in one Point is gre 
Ought in another Point to be reliev'd. 
Our Corn is ſtoln, and we like Fools are caught, | 
The Daughter ſhall xepay the Father's Fault. 
O Allen, he replies, think while you can, 
'Fore Heav'n the Miller is a dangerous Man! 
Should he diſcover you, I would be loath - 


The Thief ſhould wreak his Vengeance on us both. 
I fear bim not, ſays Allen, I am young; 
Tho' he's well ſet, my Sinews are as ſtrong. 
Then up he gets; now Friend goodluck (he ſaid.) 
The Dayghter's Trumpet, led him to her Bed. 
Halt ſtupified with Ale, ſhe ſprawling lay; 
He ſoftly creeping in, ſoon hit his way; 

Soon 


8314 AMA. gl ancous PoE Mul and 


Soon put all xnotty Queſtidhs out of doubs ©! 
ae ber 1 7 pane 1 


bigt u We. egit fer dc 2d hoe oF 
Jobs 3 figs white Atith's Place whs 
am I chen idle, while myPriedd's mak 
He can revenge himſolf for All his Harris; 

He has the Miller's Daughter h his ATH? 

While I lye ſpiritſs, benumbed am C 
i I ſhall be jear'd to Death whei chis & ko 
Fo They nothingeanperformy [who nes debris || | 
Paint Hearty —_— aner ful ve | 

. 


£15 de : 
Then:apMe'rbſe, ga | 

C 

He feundithe Cratlle finding on fe Grd, ; 
Ane by the Milleys Bell; this apy dl | : 


Hatmok, andi ſet it by his our Bed:dt; | 
The Miller's Wife had no more Griſt to grind, 

(Some Mills by Water move; and ſome by W ind. 5 
1000 » The 


as DANG LATSONS. 3 25 
Tus ꝓrgger TSM of NB, dat, 
She pg Sure Negedlity 8 * Dok 
That grand Air Niſpatchzd,  and-facling round 
Her Hushagd's Fed; np Grade * * 
Whew ed! Renediviger: the fad] | 
This 4s Mdgpbtadly whe Scher Bed, 16 5 
Then turning Cotherpay. her fan did licht 
Tul pg ar Cradle, Nox, the gr d, Lam right. 
Lifting.chs Ciceihe- i960 the Bad ho lap d. 
And cloſę to Ao full harmlaſely the.crept: - 
In a ſhort time þg;$akes. her in hig Arms, up 
Ang:kindly. treats. her Vith mufaal Charm. 
Shechpngbt (range Fapeies working in her Mind) 
Some Saua. hag. made her Hu- hand over - kind. 
Propitious, Nars this Fortune did beſſom 
On both, till * ah OY to Crow. 


| Now dey fancied Light mag Dona appears 
He hiſs d the Wench, and ſaid, My Grace, my Dear; 
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Thou kindeſt of thy Sex, the Day comes on, 
And we muſt * Avill you begon, | 
She ſaid, and leave poorkarmleſs me alone? — 
I I ſtay longer, we are both undone: 
For ſhould your Father wake and find me here, 
What will become of me, and you, my Dear? 
That dreadful Thought (ſhe cries) diftraQs my 


Too-ſoon you won me, and too foon we part. 


Thenclinginground his Neck, with he: 
She ſays, Remember me! Allen r 

Pl quickly find occaſion to return; ; n 
You ſhall not long for Allens Abſence mourn.” 
Farewel ſhe cries! But, Deareſt, one Word more; 
You'll find upon a Sack behind the Door 
A Cake, and under it a Bag of Meal: 

The Flour my Father and my ſelf did ſteal, 

Out of your Sack; but take it, 'tis your own. 


Be careful, Love, not a Word more, begone. 
| . Naw 


© 


b * 
— 
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(+ * Mt | 
317 x 
” * N 

k i 
* 0 

i 


\ TRANSLATIONS. | 


wi Allen ſoftly feeling for his Bed, 
By chance his Hand laid on the Cradle- 
And ſhrinking from it, ſaid (with no ſmall Fear) 
That Rogue the Miller, and his Wife lie there. 
Turning, he finds Sin's Palate; in he crept; F 
Pm right, he ſays, dull John all Night has ſlept. il 
" | Thenſhaking him Wake Swineherd, Allen cries, 
Pve joyful News. What? grumbling, Sim replies. 
I am the — ek! t 
I have had full Employment all the Night. 
The Daughter kindly paid her Father 's Score, 
All Night I have enibrac'dher—O'the Whore! 
O chou falſe Traytor; Clerke ! Thou haſt na! | 
Our honeſt Family, deflower'd our Child! 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer it with that he catight 0 
At Allen's Throat; young Allen ſtoutiy fought: ''! 
Both give and take, returning Blows with Blows N ; 
But Allen ſtroke the Miller on the Noſe 10 1 


a n 


et Mien PHS and 


With all hib48:od;16ur ffles theo Gdfe, 

And: Hand ib runs Phey ithHEse ont He HOT; 
Therhipfiengoty laboring with etual Sefife?- 
Sine ſbetmbledibickward quits afcrof hr Wife! 
he faf»aoſletpy nue Uf this Scbffie Hard: 
Wakeutby tus FI and) hehrtilx affüd t! 

Help f H- (O faint ?: 
ECC ² EU 

The Fund fes onime / like a Donll· of Lead !: 
Remove thigDevi, [this Nighti & ine) or L¹AMd Ad 
Themupſtarts- oha, ani turn ni fromitie M if, 
Hunte CuAgel to cbholutle the- Strife, 
Uyigsts #the Milterz Adu graſpo him cle 
Both phy nt hard-head,: ſtrugling/ to get looſe- 
Ousſteps the: Wife well knowing where then” 
In abyreornence tough piece of Mood; A, 

On-4hivihe ſei dd, and hy a glimmringilaightt 
W hich entar'd atia Chink ſaw fomethidg White: 
1171 But, 


TY HANS. Al. 3188 


. .4 = © | . * 
* 9 6 1 
2 8 * 4. 
* 4 ? : 
© * 7 | 


But, by a Mie tat cher IIIa p t O © 


To take his hald Baie fen the/Sehtolbris Capr ve al 
Spenlifterths Staff) Nellie he Hen x: + 


[down. 


Strep was the Blaw the knock'diher Hüùüchamd? 
Q Lin Shin, the Miiee:lbodby cruꝗMd.. 
Live to, he hang di thun Fixes, AJewrepbyig. ii /. 
Auny they gos finict akt chnir hl and Cd 
Then lay tue Griſtupom their Kefer BACH. 
To ScholanyeHal ithepi! marohy tif fo e 
Pleas'd — a 
el I. vd A T unde N. NN 
The Wik 3 Heud, “ ; 
Then lif&6hinuwap/ and/14ys him o the BUG 5) 
O Wife, ſays i our Daughter is gagf i ODI 
That Vilkin Allen has debauehud H CHN bil 
Miſtakeimg me för J he told ile alp HT 
Ten thouſand Furies Plague chat Scholaro-Hall f 


O 
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In ev'ry Word the Villain ſpake he 1d. 


Aud roſe, to know the Cauſe, and eaſe her Pain · 


J * _ 3 | * 
* * 9 F F 


O falſe abuſive Knave! (the Wife reply) 108 


PSPS | 4 Fay a 
24G; AJ 


Iwak d, and heard our harmleſs Child complain j 


I found her torn with Gripes, 2 Dram 6 ö 
And made her take a comfortable Draught. 


And lull d her. in theſe very Arms to Reſt. — 


All was Contrivance, Malice all and ee. N. 0! 
1 have not parted from her all this Night. 


Then is ſhe Innocent ? Ay by my Life, 


Pm farin, lays Sim; O that damn'd Halli, 

vu do the beſt] can to ſtarve em Al. 
And thus the Miller of his Fear is eas d. 
The Mother a the Daughter both well AR | 
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RAPE of the LOCKE. 
AN 
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Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos, 
Sed juvat hoc precibus me tribuiſſe tuis. 
Max r. Lib. 12. Ep. 86. 
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THE 
RAPE of the Locks. 


CANTO I. 
HAT dire Offence from Am'rous Cau- 


[ſes ſprings, 
What mi ightyQuarrels riſe from Trivial 


Things, 


Iſing— This Verſe to C—/, Muſe! is due; 
This, ev'n Belinda may vouchſafe to view: 


Slight is the Subject, but not ſo the Praiſe, 
If She inſpire, and He approve my Lays. 


Say what ſtrange Motive, God deſs! cou'd com- 
A well-bred Lord t'aſſault a gentle Belle? (pe! 
Oh ſay what ſtranger Cauſe, yet unexplor'd, 
Cou'd make a gentle Belle reject a Lord? 

And dwells ſuch Rage in /ofte/ſ? Bo/oms then? 


And lodge ſuch daring Souls in Little Men? 
Aaz So 


2 The Rape of the Locke. 


Sol thro? white Curtains did his Beams diſplay, 
And op'd thoſe Eyes which brighter ſhine = 
Shock juſt had giv'n himſelf the rowzing Shake, 
And Nymphs prepar'd their Chocolate to take; 
Thrice the wrought Slipper knock'd againſt the 
And ſtriking Watches the tenth Hour reſound 2 
Belinda roſe, and midſt attending Dames 
Launch d on the Boſom of the filver Thames : 
A Train of well- dreſt Youths around her ſhone, 
And ev Ty Eye was fix d on her alone; 


On her white Breaſt a ſparkling Cro/7 the wore, 
Which Jews might kifs, and Infidels adore, 
Her lively Looks a ſprightly Mind diſcloſe, 
Quick as her Eyes, and as unfixt as thoſe: 
Favours to none, to all the Smiles extends; 
Oft ſhe rejects, but never once offends. 
Bright as the Sun her Eyes the Gazers ſtrike, 


And, like the Sun, they ſhine on all alike. q 


The Rape of the Locks. 377 
Yet graceful Eaſe, and Sweetneſs void of Pride, | 
Might hide her Faults, if Belles had Faults to hide: | 
If to her ſhare ſome Female Errors fall, 

Look on her Face, and you'll forgive em all. | 


This Nymph, to the Deſtruction of Mankind, | 

Nouriſh'd two Locks, which graceful hangbehind & | 

In equal Curls, and well confpir'd to deck | 

With ſhining Ringlets her ſmooth Iv'ry Neck. 

Love in theſe Labyrinths his Slaves detains, 

And mighty Hearts are held in {lender Chains. 

With hairy Sprindges we the Birds betray, 

Slight Lines of Hair ſurprize the Finny Prey, 

Fair Treſſes Man's Imperial Race inſnare, 
And Beauty draws us with a /gle Hair. 3 2 


Th'Adventrous Baron the bright Locks admir d, 


He ſaw, he wiſh'd, and to the Prize aſpir'd: 
Aa 3 | Reſolvd 
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Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 

By Force to raviſh, or by Fraud betray ; 

For when Succeſs a Lover's Toil attends, 
Few ask, if Fraud or Force attain'd his Ends. 


For this, &er Phæbus roſe, he had implor'd 
Propitious Heav'n, and ev'ry Pow'r ador'd, 
But chiefly Love to Love an Altar built, 

Of twelve vaſt French Romances, neatly gilt. . 
There lay the Sword-knot Hlvia's . 
With Flavia Busk that oft had rapp'd his own: 
A Fan, a Garter, half a Pair of Gloves; 
And all the Trophies of his former Loves. 

With tender Billet-doux he lights the Pyre, 
And breaths three am'rous Sighs to raiſe the Fire. 
© Then proſtrate falls, and begs with ardent Eyes 
Soon to obtain; ani long poſſeſs the Prize: 


a” 


he \ 


5 
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The Powers gave Ear, and granted half hisPray'r, 
The reſt, the Winds diſpersꝰd in empty Air. 
Cloſe by thoſe Meads for ever crown'd with 
Flow'rs, 
Where Thames withPride ſurveys his riſing ow'rs 
There ſtands a Structure of Majeſtick Frame, 
Which from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its 


Here Britains Stateſmen oft the Fall foredoom 


Of Foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home; 
HereThou, great Anna. whom three Realms obey, 
Doſt ſometimes Counſel take —and ſometimes Te. ea. 


- Hither our Nymphs and Heroes did reſort, 
To taſte awhile the Pleaſures of a Court; 
In various Talk the chearful hours they paſt, 
Of, who was Bitt, or who Capotted laſt: 
This ſpeaks the Glory of the Britiſh Queen, 
And that deſcribes a charming Indian Screen; 
| Aa 4 _—_ 


360 The Raps of the Lacks. 
A third intexprets Motions, Looks, and Eyes; 
At eviry Word a Reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the Fan, ſupply each Pauſe of Chatt, 


mn. nn. agling, and all that. 


' Now, hea declining from the Noon of Day, 
The Sun obliquely ſhoots his burning Ray; ? | 
When hungry Judges ſoon the Sentence ſign, 

And Wretches hang that Jury-men may Dine; 
When Merchants from th' Exchange reopen Lin 


And the long Labours of the Toilette 8 


The Board's with Cups and Spoons, alternate, 
[crown'd ; 


The Berries crackle, and the Mill turns round; 
_ Ou ſhining Altars of Japan they raiſe 
The ſilver Lamp, and fiery Spirits blaze; 
From ſilver Spouts the grateful Liquors glide, 
And Chinas Earth receives the ſmoking Tyde: 


At 


De Rune of the Locks: 36x 
At ance they-gratifie thei? Smell and Taſte, 
While frequent Cups prolong the rich Repaſt. 
Coffre, (which makes the Politician wife, 
And ſee thro” all things with his half ſhut Eyes) 
Sent up in Vapours to the Barons Brain 
New Stratagems, the radiant Locke to gain. 
Ah ceaſe raſh Youth! deſiſt e' er tis too late, 
Fear the juſt Gods, and think of * Scylla's Fate! 
Chang'd to a Bird, and ſent to flitt in Air, 
She dearly pays for Niſus injur'd Hair! 


But when to Miſchief Mortals bend their Mind, 
How ſoon fit Inſtruments of Ill they find? 
Juſt then, Cleriſa drew with tempting Grace 
A two-edg'd Weapon from her ſhining Caſe; 
So Ladies in Romance aſſiſt their Knight, 
Preſent the Spear, and arm him for the Fight. 


* Vide Ovid. Metam. 8. 


He 


362 The Rape of the Locke: 

He takes the Gift with rewrence, and extends 
The little Engine on his F inger's Ends, 

This juſt behind Beliada's Neck he ſpread, 
As o'er the fragrant Steams ſne bends her Head 
He firſt expands the glitt'ring Forex wide 
T'incloſe the Lock; then joins it, to divide; 

One fatal ſtroke the ſacred Hair does ſever | 
From the fair Head, fo, ever, and for ever! 


The living Fires come flaſhing from her Eyes, 
And Screams of Horror rend th' affrighted Skies. 
Not louder Shrieks by Dames to Heav'n are caſt, 
When Husbands die, or Lap- digs breath their laſt, 
Or when rich China Veſſels fal'n from high, 
In glittring Duſt and painted Fragments lie! 


Let Wreaths of triumph now my Temples twine, 
(The Victor cry'd) the glorious Prize is mine! 
23 | While 
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kad Fiſh i in Streams, or Birds delight i in Air, 
Or in a Coach and Six the Brit: Fair, 

As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, | 

Or the ſmall Pillow grace a Lady's Bed, 

While Y3/ts ſhall be paid on ſolemn Days, 
When num'rous Wax: lights in bright Order blaze, 
While Nymphs take Treats, or Aſſignations give, 
80 long my Honour, Name, and Praiſe ſhall live! 


What Time wou'd ſpare, from Steel receives its 
And Monuments, like Men, ſubmit to Fate! © 
Steel did the Labour of the Gods deſtroy, 


And ſtrike to Duſt th' aſpiring Towers of 7; oy; 
Steel cou'd the Works of mortal Pride confound, 


And hew Triumphal Arches to the ground. 
What Wonder then, fair Nymph! thy Hairs ſhow'd- 


feel 
The conqu' ring Force of unreſiſted Steel? ( | 
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canto U. 
fpreſt, 


UT anxious Cares 45 penſive Nymph op- 
. And ſecret Paſſions labour'd in her Breaſt. 
Not youthful Kings in Battel ſeiz'd alive, 5 
Not ſcornful Virgins who their Charms ſurvive, 
Not ardent Lover robb'd of all his Blifs, 
Not ancient Lady when refus'd a Kiſs, 
Not Tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 
Not Cynthia when her Masteaus pinn'd awry, 


Eer felt ſuch Rage, Reſentment, and Deſpair, 
As Thou, fad Virgin! for thy raviſh'd Hair. 
= While 
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Wuile her rackt Soul Repoſe and Peace requires, 
The ſierce Thateftris fans the riſing Fires. 
O wretched Maid the ſpread her hands, and eryd, 
And Hempton's Ecchoes, wretched Maid reply d) 
Was it for this you took ſuch conſtant Care, 
Combs, Bodkins, Leads, Pomatums, to prepare? 
For this your Locks in Paper Durance bound, 
For this with tort'ring Irons wreath'd around? 
Oh had. the Youth but been content to ſeize 
Hairs leſs in ſight ——or any Hairs but theſe! 
Gods! ſhall the Raviſher diſplay this Hair, 
While the Fops envy, and the Ladies ſtare! 
Honour forbid! at whoſe unrivaPd Shrine 
Eaſe, Pleaſure, Virtue, All, our Sex reſign, 
Methinks already I your Tears ſurvey, 
| Abready hear the horrid things they ſay, 
Already ſee you a degraded Toaft, 
And all your Honour in a Whiſper loſt! 


How 
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How ſhall I, then, your helpleſs Fame defend? 
Twill then be Infamy to ſeen your Friend! 
And fhall this Prize, th' ineftimable Prize, © 
Expos'd thro' Cryſtal to the gazing Eyes; © 
And heighten'd by the Diamonds circling Rays, 
On that Rapacious Hand for ever blaze? 
Sooner ſhall Grafs in Hide-Park Circus grow, 
And Wits take Lodgings in the Sound of Bow; 
Sooner let Earth, Air, Sea, to Chaos fall, 
Mien, Monkies, Lap- dogs, Parrots, periſh all! 


She ſaid; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 
And bids her Beau demand the precious Hairs: 
(Sir Plume, of Amber Snuff-box juſtly vain, 

And the nice Conduct of a clouded Cane) 
With earneſt Eyes, and round unthinking Face, 
He firſt the Snuff-box open'd, then the Caſe, 


And 
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And thus broke out— „My Lord, why, what the 
[Devil 
« 'Z---ds! damn the Lock !*'fore Gad, you muſt te 


<« Plague on't! *tis paſta Jeſt —nay prithee, Pox! 7] | 
| « Give her the Hair —he ſpoke, and rapp d his Box. 

| It grieves me much (reply*d the Peer again) 
Who ſpeaks ſo well ſhou'd ever ſpeak in vain. 
But * by this Locke, this ſacred Locke I ſwear, 
(Which never more ſhall join its parted Hair, 
Which never more its Honours ſhall renew, 
- Clipt from a lovely Head where once it grew) 
That while my Noſtrils draw the vital Air, 
This Hand, which won it, ſhall for ever wear. 
He ſpoke, and ſpeaking in proud Triumph ſpread 
The long-contended Honours of her Head. 


Butſee! the Nymph in Sorrow's Pomp appears, 


Her Eyes half languiſhing, half drown'din Tears; 
I alluſion to Achilles's Oath in Homer. II. 1. 
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Now livid pale her Cheeks, now glowing red; 
Onherheav'd Boſom hung her eee 

Which, with a Sigh, ſhe rais'd ; and thus the ſaid. 


For ever cursd be this deteſted Day, 
Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my fav'rite Curl away! 
Happy! ah ten times happy, had I been, 

If Hampron-Conrt theſe Eyes had never ſeen! | 
Yet am not I the firſt miſtaken Maid, 
By Love of Courts to num'rous Ill betray d. 
Oh had I rather un- admir'd remain d 
In ſome lone Je, or diſtant Northern Land; 
| Where the gilt Chariot never mark d the way, 
| Where none learn Ombre, none e' er taſte Bohes/ 
There kept my Charms conceal'd from mortal Eye, 
Like Roſes that in Deſarts bloom and die. 
What mov d my Mind with youthful Lords torome? 
O had! ſtay d, and ſaid my Pray'rs at home! 
Twas 
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Twas this, the Morning Omens did foretel; 
Thrice from my trembling hand the Pareh. box fell 
The tott ring China ſhook without a Wind, | 
Nay, Poll fate mute, and Shock was moſt Unkind N 
See the poor Remnants of this {lighted Hair! 

My hands ſhall rend what evn thy own did ſpare. 
This, in two fable Ringlets taught to break, 
Once gave new Beauties to the ſnowie Neck. 
The Siſter-Locke now ſits uncouth, alone, 
And in its Fellow's Fate foreſees its own ; 
Uncurl'd it hangs! the fatal Sheers demands; 
And tempts once more thy ſacrilegious Hands. 


She ſaid: the pitying Audience melt in Tears, 
But Fate and Fove had ſtopp'd the Barons Ears. 
In vain Thaleſtris with Reproach aſſails, 

For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 


B b Not 
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Not half ſo fixt the Trojan cou d remain, 
_ While Auna begg d and Dido rag'd in vain, 


To Arms, to Arms! the bold Thaleſtris cries, | 
Andifwift as Lightning to the Combate flies. 


All fide in Parties, and begin th* Attack; 
Fans clap, Silks ruſsle, and tough W halebones crack; 
Heroes and Heroins Shouts confus'dly rife, 
And bafe, and treble Voices ſtrike the Skies. 
No common Weapons in their Hands are found, 
q Like Gods they fight, nor dread amortal Wound. 


- ed N 


8o when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 
And heav'nly Breaſts with human Paſſions rage; 
— Gainſt Pallas, Mars ; Latona, Hermes Arms; 
And all Olympus rings with loud Alarms. 
7ove's Thunder roars, Heav'n trembles all around; 
Blue Neptune ſtorms, the bellowing Deepsreſound; 
bs Homer, I. 20. 


Earth 


* 
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Earth ſhakes her nodding Tow'rs, the Ground: - * 


Way, 


And the Pale Ghoſts ſtart at the Flaſh of Da Day! H 


* 
rt, 1 "©. 
3 LS 14 


bh | While thro? the Preſs 8 Thaleftris flies, : 
And ſcatters Deaths around from both her Eyes, 
A Beau and Witling periſh'd in the Throng, 
One dy'd in Metaphor, and one in Jong. 

O cruel Nympb! a living Death ] bear, 

Cry'd Dapperwit, and ſunk beſide his Chair: 

A mournful Glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt, 
Thoſe Eyes are made ſo killing was his laſt; 


Thus on Meander's flow'ry Margin lies 
Th expiring Swan, and as s he ſings he dies, 


As bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariſa down, 
Chloe ſtept in, and kilbd him with a Frown 
She ſmil'd to ſee the doughty Hero flain, 


But at her Smile, the Beau reviv'd again | 
B b | Now * 
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* Now Jove ſuſpends his golden Scales in Air, 
Weighs the Mens Wits againſt the Lady's Hair ; 


The doubtful Beam long nods from ſide to ſide; 
At dent gth the Wits mount 1 Hairs ſubſide. 


< 


See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 
With more than uſual Lightning in her Eyes; 
Nor fear'd the Chief th unequal Fight to try, 
Who ſought no more than on his Foe to die. 


But this bold Lord, with manly Strength indu'd, 
She with one F inger and a Thumb ſubdu'd: 
Juſt where the Breath of Life his Noſtrils drew, 


a 


A Charge of Snuff the wily Virgin threw; 
Sudden, with ſtarting Tears each Eye o'erflows, 
And the high Dome re-ecchoes to his Noſe. 


, *> » 


Now. meet thy Fate, th' incens'd Virago cry'd, 


And drew a deadly Bodkin from her Side. 
11. Homer Iliad. 22. & Virg. En. 12. Boaſt 


rs 


The Rape of the Locke. 373 
Boaſt not my Fall (he ſaid) inſulting Foe! 
Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid'as low. 
Nor think, to dye dejects my lofty Mind; 
All that I dread, is leaving you behind 
Rather than ſo, ah let me ill ſurvive, 
And till burn on, in Cupid's Flames, Alive. 


Reſtore the Locke [ the cries; and all around 
Reſtore the Locke! the vaulted Roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in ſo loud a Strain 
Roar'd for the Handkerchief that caus'd his Pain. 
But ſee! how oft Ambitious Aims are croſs'd, 
And Chiefs contend till all the Prize is loſt! _ 
TheLocke,obtain'd withGuilt,and kept withpain, 


In ev*ry place is ſought, but ſought in vain- ; 
With ſuch a Prize no Mortal muſt be bleſt, . 
So Heav'n decreesl with Heav'n who can conteſt: | 


Bb 3 


474 . The Rape of the Locke: 

Some thought, it mounted to the Lunar Sphere; 
* Since all that Man eber loſt, is treaſur d there. 
Their Heroes Wits are kept in pondrous Vaſes, 
And Beau's in Snnff-boxes and Tweezer-Caſes. 
There broken Vows, and Death-bed Alms are 


[found, 
And Loves Hearts with Ends of Riband bound ; 


| The Courtiers Promiſes, and Sick Man' spray s, 
The Smiles of Harlots, and the Tears of Heirs, 
Cages for Gnats, and Chains to Voak a Flea; - 
Dry'd Butterflies, and Tomes of Caſuiſtry. 


But truſt the Muſe—ſhe ſaw i it upward riſe, 


» 


Tho' marked by none but quick Poetic E yes: 3 


(Thus Rome's great Founder to the lea ns with. 


To Proculus alone confeſo d in view) * 


A ſudden Star, it ſhot thro' liquid Air, 
And drew behind a radiant * of Hair. 


* Vid, Arioſto. Canto 34+ 


1 6 Not 


* 
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Not Berenice's Locks firſt roſe ſo. bright, . 
The Skies beſpangling with diſhever'd Light. 
This, the Beau-monde ſhall from the Mall ſurvey, s 


375. 


As thro* the Moon-light ſhade they nightly ſtray, 
And hail with Muſick its propitious Ray. 

This Partridge | ſoon ſhall view in cloudleſs Skies, 
When next he looks thro? Galilebs Eyes; 

And hence th' Egregious Wizard ſhall foredoom 


The Fate of Louis, and the Fall of Rome. 


4 
* 


* * 
W 


[Hair 
Then ceaſerightNymphi to mourn the raviſh'd 


Which adds new Glory to the ſhining Sphere! 
Not all the Treſſes that fair Head can boaſt 
Shall draw ſuch Envy as the Locke you loſt. 


For, after all the Murders of your Eye, 


When, after Millions ſlain, your ſelf ſhall die; 


— 


B b 4 When 


: 
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1. When thoſe fair Suns ſhall ſett, as ſett _ muſt, 


And all thoſe Treſſes ſhall be laid in Duſt; 
This Locke, the Muſe ſhall conſecrate to Fame, 
And mid'ſt the Stars inſcribe Belinda's Name 
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Providence, the Ori 


De ne ai] 
By Humphry Ditton, of the New — 4 


School in Chriſt's Hoſpi 


The Travellers Guide, or a moſt exact Deſcription of ? | 
Ogleby's actual Survey, | 


the Roads of England. Being Mr. 
and Menſuration by the Wheel of the great Roads from 
London to all the conſiderable Cities and Towns in England 
and Wales, together with the Croſs Roads from one City 


or eminent Town to another, Wherein is ſhewn the di- | 


flange from Place to Place, and plain Directions given to 

find 'the way, by r own every Town, Vi — 

ver, Brook, Bridge, mmon, Foreſt, Wood, 
Heath, Moor, gc. that occur in paſſing the Roads; — 


for the better Illuſtration thereof, are added Tables, where- | 
in the Names of the Places, with their Diſtances, are ſet ! 
down in a Column, in ſo plain a manner, that meer 
Strangers may Trayel all over England without any other 


Guide, J' 
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the impoſſible Pro- 5 00 06 00 


5 00 03 06 


The 


} 


, 
4 
- 
: 
: 
, 
: 
: 


Books Printed in the Year 1712. 


— Y 1 
** % as 3 2 s & Þ — 


I. 


"Engliſh. iS Mow a ££$,7% AY (Þ 15 

Perſons profeſs no , or it may be they will Gay, 
leſs Veneration for the ſacreq Hymns, than for the pro- 
phane Songs of Auncreom or Horace. Dr. Bently's firſt Serm. 


„The Life of Horace, with Dr. Benth/s Preface, Latin and 
Boyle's Lect. EEE 


let, Entituled, Mr. Trapp's Sermon preachd at the Pa- 

riſh Church of St. Martin's in the Fields on the General 

. Grammaticus, Rhetor, Geometres, Pictor, Aliptes, 

Augur, Schenobates, Medicus, Magus, Omnia Novit 

Græaulus æſuriens —— 2d Edit. a 

A Vindication of Meſech and Kedey ; or a ſhort Anſwer 

to ſome Reflections caſt thereu in a 1 Poſt- 

ſcript to a ſecond Edition of Mr. Trapp's Faſt-Day Ser- 
8 


mon. Written by a Gentleman, a Scholar, and a Chri- oo 


i ea, que wult, dicit; ea que non wilt, audiet. 
——Vibrat Frontem, colloque minatur. 

N. R. It coſt the Nation near a Million of Mony, beſides 
the Loſs of a Miniſtry, to filence Dr. Sacheverell for three 
Years. Mr. Trapp in one Controyerſie, which will coſt 
my Reader but eight Pence, is ſilenc d for ever. 

An Argument - proving from Hiſtory, . Reaſon, and 
Scripture, that the preſent. Mohocks and Hawkubites are the 
Gog and Magog mention'd in the Revelations ; and there- 
fore, that this vain and tranſitory World will be ſhortly Yoo 
brought to its final Diſſolution. Written by a Reverend 
Divine, who took it from the Mouth of the Spirit of a Per- 
ſon who was lately ſlain by one of the Mohocks. 

An Eſſay on the great Affinity and mutual Agreement aj 
of the two Profeſſions of Divinity and Law, and on 
the joint Intereſts of Church and State, in Vindication of 
the Clergy's concerning themſelves in Political Matters: | __ 
containing Reflections on ſome Popular Miſtakes, with 7 
reſpect to the Original of our Civil Conſtitution, and to | 
the ancient Engliſh Loyalty. In a Letter from a Clergy- 
man of the Church of England, to an Eminent Lawyer. J 


0 


Meſech and Keder, or Reflections on a very poor Pamph- 
. 
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The Nature and Inſtances of Spiritual Pride explain'd 
from our Saviour's Parable: of the Phariſee and Publican, 
a Sermon preach'd before the Right Honourable the Lord 
Mayor and the Aldermen of at St. Paul's Cathedral, 
on Sunday Nov. 11. 1711. By Willians Tilly, D. D. Fel- 
R CD Is 1 "by nd 

A Letter againſt Po rticularly again 

the Auchorky uf 8 Council in yer 0 
Religion. Sophia Charlotte, the dy, een of re of | 
Being an Anſwer to a Letter written — er Majeſty by 


There is prefix d by the Publiſner, a Letter containing the 
occaſion of the Queen' s writing, and an Apology for the 
Church of England. 

The Preſs Reſtrain'd, a Poem. Occaſion d by 2 Reſolu- 
tion of the Houſe of Commons, to conſider that part of 
her Majeſty's Maſſage to the Houſe which relates to the 
great Licence taken in Publiſhing falſe and ſcandalous 
Libels. | 

When the Cat's away, the Mice may play. A — 
humbly inſcrib'&to Dr. 5 

A Vindication of his Grace the Duke of Mar 

A Voyage to the South Sea and round the World, per- -? 
form'd by the Ships Dube and Dutcheſs from Briſtol, in 
the Years 1708, 1709, 1710, and 17171. Containing a 

Journal of all memorable Tranſactions during the ſaid | 
; the Winds, Currents and variation of the Com- 
12 5 the taking the. Towns of Puna and Guayaquil, and 
ſeveral Prizes, one of which a Rich Acapulco Ship. A 
Deſcription of the American Coaſts from Tierra del Fuego | 


— 


— 


— the South, to California in the North (from the Coaſt- 5 00 


Pilot, a Spaniſh Manuſcript.) An Hiſtorical Account 

of all thoſe Countries from the beſt Authors. With a new 
Map and Deſcription of the mighty River of the Ama- 

zons, Wherein an Account is given of Mr. Alexander 

Selkirk, his manner of Living, and Taming ſome wild 
Beaſts during the four Years and four Months he liy'd up- 
on the uninhabited Ifland of Juan Fernandes; illuſtrated 
with Cuts and By Captain Edward Cooke, Comman- 

der of the Dmteheſs. Wi: - 


Father Vota an Italian Jeſuit; Confeſſor to King Auguſtus. ; 


00 06 


00 


00 


00 
00 


o 


02 


02 
02 


Sixteen 


% 


Bool Printed in the Tear 1712. 


n | I . 
Sixteen Sermons, all (except One) Preach'd before the) 
Univerſity of Oxford, at St. Mary's. Serm. I. On Mon- 
| 22 31. the Faſt- Day bye the execrable Murder 
of King Harles the 6 II. The Nature and 
eceſſity of Religious Reſolution, in the Defence and Sup- LL 
port of a Good Cauſe, in Times of Danger and Tryal. 
Serm, III. The Church's Security, from the Providence 
of God defending Her, and the Goodneſs of Her own 
Cauſe, and Conftitution. Serm. IV. The Sins and Vices — 
of Mens Lives, the chief Cauſe of their Ignorance, andd 
Corrupt Opinions in Religion. Serm. V. A return to our! 
ſormer Good Old Principles and Practice, the only way te 
reſtore and preſerve our Peace. Serm. VI. The Law of 
Moſes not of Eternal Obligation, and the Reaſons of our 
Saviour s Conformity te it, when he came to remove it. 
Serm. VII. The utter Inconſiſtence, and no N 2 
© Obſerving the Law of Moſes, together with the Profeſſi- 
on of Chriſtianity. Serm. VIII. The Grace of Ged ſhewn 
to be not only Conſiſtent with the Liberty of Man's Will, 
put the ſtrongeſt Obligation to our own Endeavours. & ©9 06 
FSerf 2 4 A Second Part on the fame bg Foy — | | 
Ject. Serm. X. be Coming: af the Holy. Conſi. 
Ard as depending 2 leſſed * EMA Interceſſion, 
together with his Office, as our Comforter, and his perpe- 
tual Reſidence in the Church of Chrift., Serm. XI. Of 
Grieving the Holy Spirit. Serm. XII. The Nature and | 
Inſtances of Spiritual Pride Explain d from our Saviour's | 
Parable of the Phariſee and Publican. Serm. XIII. The | 
Folly and Danger of being conckited of our Spiritual l 
Knowledge. Serm, XIV. The Nature, Advantages, Ob- 1 | 
et and Evidence of our Chriſtian Hope. Serm. XV. The 
ature of Chriſtian Forgiveneſs of Injuries, and by what | 
Rules we may try our Practice of it. Serm XVI. Plain- 
dealing, Zeal Integrity the indiſpenſable Duty of the 
Chriſtian Miniſtry, in times of Danger and Corruption; 
and the beſt means to ſecure the Honour and Reputation 
of their Sacred Order. By William Tilly, D. D. Fellow of 
4 C. C. C. Oxon, and Rector of Albury near Rycot in Oxford. 
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